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ADVERTISEMENT. | 


J 


I was the editor's intention to have given 
l three volumes of original poems at once; 
but, at the deſire of thoſe gentlemen to whom 


the public are indebted for the following 
collection, this firſt volume is offered as a 
ſpecimen of the whole. 


It is not to be expected, that, in a miſcel- 
laneous collection, every poem will be found 


of equal merit, and to pleaſe every reader, 
mens taſtes differing as much as their faces. 


Mean time no piece has been inſerted in this 
volume without a critical examination b 
gentlemen of taſte and character. 8 
The editor takes this opportunity of ma- 


= king his acknowledgments to ſeveral | ae ot 
6 or this 


men for their friendly contributions 
volume, in particular to the Rev. Mr BLack- 


LOCK, and Mr Gokpox; and begs that o- 


ther gentlemen, friends to the Muſes, will 
give their aſſiſtance for the volumes intended 
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Perſons poſſeſſed of original pieces, are de- 
ſired to communicate them to the editor; 


which, if approved, ſhall be inſerted in the 


ſecond and third volumes. 
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Eſtimate of human greatneſs, in imitation of a French 
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} ; o her Grace the Dachelh of ee on her re- 
= covery from childbed, after the birth of the Mar- 

= quis of Clydeſdale, by the ſame, — 

: od! on a fayourite lap- A. to Miſs — Jl by 

& the ſame, _ 

An ode to a ſucceſsful v L rival, wh: who 4 frantically, te © 
pitied the author, 8 
Cato Uticenfis: * his wife at Rome, "ban Mr Bracx- 


IIbe genealogy of f Nonſenſe, an \ epiſtle, by the ſame, 
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the fame, — 1 5 
An clegy on the W "< death of a friend, 8 4 
Y bed to Mr BuackLOck, & — 18 
To a lady, with Hammond's love-elegics, — 20 
Song, inſcribed to a friend, in imitation of Shenſtone, | 
| by MrBrackrock, 22 
Horace, ode 13. book 1. imitated, by the ſame, 24 
On the cultivation of taſte, an epiſtle, to a young lady, 
by Mr G. — 2 
evening-walk, written beſide the ruins of the ropal 


. 
58 


To Spring, an hymn, by the ſame, * 
R to a friend, written at Fort George, by the. 
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4 3 Jab 4 : 2H — . FEAT 1 1 
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" am E | "EIA 1 : 
And breathe to: Heay'n qe ardent wih s. 011 x 


That all your future days, ferene and bright, 
May flow diſtinguiſh'd by ſincere delight; - 1 [© 7, 3 


$ „„ 
That full faccels your wiſhes may attend, 
Ahd Heav'n's beſt bleſſings on your heads deſcend ; | 
That love and joy may on each period wait, 
While hoary Time-unrolls the page of fate ; 
Till all who hear your deſtiny admire, 
|  Nore more from Heay'n to make them bleſs'd require 3 
Nil tender mothers, who your lot ſurvey, | 
Thus in the fondneſs of their ſouls ſhall pray : 
% May my fair daughter, or my fay'rite fon, 
=" Be bieß d, and live and love as theſe have done.” 


4 : 7 1 | ; x 2 2 Y * * . * - , 3 7 ey * 


14 Eſtimate of n AN GREATNESS. 
In imitation of a French epigram. 
By the 8 


# NE night Idream'd, and dreams may oft mow true, 
8 That to this fooliſh world I bade adieu. 
With ſolemn rites, and decent grief deplor d, : 
My friends to mother- earth her gift reſtor d. 
But O! eternal inſult to my ſhade, 15 
Cloſe by a vw plebeian corſe was laid! ; 
Earag'd, confin'd, I try'd to ſhift my Ck, 155 
But all attempts were unſucceſsful found. 
Be gone, groſs lump, I cry d, in high Ain, 
No ſlave of abject birth ſnall here remain. 
Be diſtant far — to nobler names gives Way, 
And mix with 3 duſt thy fordid clay. 


Thou 


E * 1 | 
Thou fool thou wretch! a hollow l 7 67 
Now learn the impotence of wealth Ng WA 
Hereditary names and honours, here, WR is 51 N 
With all their farce and tinſel diſappear. HY "a 
In theſe dark realms, Death's NOR heralds trace | 
From one ſole origin all human race: 7 85 #29 
On all the line one equal lot attends; 4 + 
From duſt it riſes, and to duſt Gods: 1 hid oT 
Here pale Ambition, quitting pomp and 8 1 
Admits her laſt — beſt counſellor, a worm. 
Here Nature's charter ſtands confirm'd alone 
The grave is leſs precarious than the throne. 
Then ſeek not here pre-eminence and ſtate, 40023 MEE - 
But own and bleſs th* impartial will of Fates * 
With life, its errors, and its whims reſign, 

Nor think a G ne weorſs than __ 7 
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To her Grace-thie Doenkts of HAM II- 
TON, on her recovery from child- 
bed, after the birth of the MA R- 
ns of . 


\ 


By the 5 


All! Nature's Tovelieſt work and ding care, 

Whoſe worth and beauty equal praiſes claim, „ 

Form'd Heay'n's ſupreme beneficence to roms. | 
| A nation's wonder, Rr 


5 No 


— 


„ : 
Nowni bene bride; + Lt 1 
Inſults thy taſte, 6 Nair 


When Heay'n, or heavnly beauty n. 
As high the tene, the tribute flows ſincere. | 


Bleſs· d be the hours, a kr * 
Reſtore thy former health and native bloom 4 
To bid the wiſhing world its eyes delight, 


OT eu her mouths hy pas ref. 
© may the infare ease y Ng 1 5811 
Beyond a mother 's wiſnh to greatneſs ae | 
The cloudleſs plories of his ruce ſuſtai ' 
6 pogo the flies, fe: 1 — 5 


Fraught with the riches,” noble gie of . 
Say gay may all * moments owe 


opt” on A beruft Lr. bos. 
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1 10 Al — — . — 
By... the ſame. 
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, — b e, vun 17 EAT YE 
to live by faichful Nanre, 1 

Never canſt chou miſs thy Maße , aorta 2, 
871 - > f\ 


LL H '% 
By her dictates kind inſtruQted, - 
Thou ayoid'ſt each real ++ infer 
We, by other rules conducted, 
Loſe our joy to ſhaw\ nv» N 


Undiſguis'd, "each reigning 1 
When thou mov ſt or look'ſt we ſees 


Were the ſame with ns the ne 
Happy mortals would we be! 


May her favour ill purſue thee, ; 4 


Who propos d thee ſor my hem; 


Till ſuperior charms ſubdue thee, 
And inſpire a nobler flame. 


In each other bleſs'd and leſling, | 
Years of pleaſure let them live ; d N 
Each al active W polleſſing, 


To a ſucceſsful rival; who 
he pitied the author. 
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By the Same. - n 
va pity ! fond unthinking boy, 


Falſely elate _ diſtant joy, 
—— 
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Did cer thy heart the kind emotion know, 1319 42 
Th' endearing pangs ing 6 anal wer” . 


Shs, as on Nllle's nd Gans; 
The monſters, cloy'd with recent gore, 
Sad o'cr the reeking carnage howling lie, 
Such: tears, ſincere as ney + v'crflow te muſrer's oye. 
O loſt to virtue ! loſt to ſhame? 
Beneath fair Friendſhip's holy name, 
Impious to tempt, and fubtle to betray, 
While heav'n and _ IP 2 erime A 


What devil arm'd "hk mont with fleet; 
To feign a grief thou ne'er couldſt feel; 5 
Wirhout a blaſh, the Faithleſs ſigh to heave, © 
And mourn the mortal fab yo own. curs'd dagger gave? 


! 
| 
| 
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N 
0 


But if to Heaw i pater ro 
The piercing ſigh and bitter groan, 
For juſt redreſs, on angel - wings ariſe, $4 
Then dread the blaſting vengeance of the ſkies 


a , vt 00s AN, 3 
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Ah, where will rage wy 2 S551 
How high the tide of fury ſwell? ? 
Fool ! thus to curſe the man whoſe-ev'ry ſmart 
Muſt pierce 6 inmoſt foul,- muſt wound Clarinda's 


"_— 


# > 


And greets with health the fay'rite of his breaſt. 


| Conlign'd to fetters, infamy and wo;. 


6 x 7 
| Caro Uricaxsrs | to) . vile at Ron: a 
os the Ho . 


N diſtant regions, Freedom's laſt retreat, 
Where Rome and ſhe their final criſis wait, 
Cato reflects how much he once was bleſt, 


Oh! when my foul with retroſpective eyes a 
Beholds each ſcene of paſt enjoyment riſe, 
Ere vice and Heay'n's irrevocable doom 
Shook the firm baſis of imperial Rome, 


What horrors muſt this patriot heart congeal?. - _ 
| What muſt a father and an huſband feel! 
Ve moments, deſtin'd to. eternal flight, 2 
Who ſhone on each domeſtic bleſſing bright, _ 
Who ſaw me with earth's. legiſlators j Join'd, _ 


Balance the facred rights of human kinds, | 5 FOR a A 
No more my ſoul your bleſsd return muſt know, 8 


2h wy 
0% = > 
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Expell'd from Rome, and all that's dear, we 17 „ 
Through fruitleſs deſerts, and a Aamiog ſky, . ., - . 3 
Where thunders rœr inceſſant, lightnings glare, 10 


| And plagues unnumber d taint the boundleſs air a 


Where ſerpents, children of eternal night, 
Enſure perdition with their mortal bite; N 
Where burning ſands to heav'n in ſurges roll, 
And i rs heats evaporate the ſoul. 


1 — 4 3 
5 3 


LE 8 Y 
Yet pleas d theſe harſh extremes of fate we one 
0 e Heay'n's nobleſt giſt, is here. 
w'd by pow'r, from venal ſhackles 9 
5 ey hands accompliſh what our hearts decree. 
Yet here, where anguiſh, want, and horror reign, 
The beav'nly power explores a ſeat in vain. 
Ambitious blood-hounds hold her cloſe in view, 
Faithful to ſcent, and active to purſue, 
See o'er the ſpacious globe their courſe they bend; 
See conqueſt and ſucceſs their ſteps attend. +» 
Oceans in vain to ftop their paſſage flow, 
And mountains riſc in everlaſting ſnow. 
Obſcquious billotys own tyrannic ray, . 
And ſtorms have learn d to flatter and obey. 
Eternal Pow'rs! whoſe will is Nature's guide, 
Who o'er high heay'n and carth and hell preſide, | 
- Muſt then that plan of liberty expire, 
e ef UT ihe dete 7 3 | 
Is public happiueſs for ever fled, x; 
For which the fage explor'd and hero bled? _ 2 | 
po nfs eee rg 3 
Shall civil laughter load Pharſalia s plain? 
With recking gore ſhall plunder d temples f flow? 1 
Is Jore or Cer god of all below? 1 | 
Be curs Je d whe es id he il, | 
O'er Rome extended firſt their fatal reign; 
For O! *rivas then, in that deteſted hour, 
That firſt the luſt of treaſure and of power 
From public welfare could our views divert, 
And m_ each vue in the human heart. 8 
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DEAR Maar 
Ich lofig and e Tint, in vain 
1 ſearch d tht obſcure recelles of my a, 


+ a 


The muſes oft with montnful” plaints T woo'd, * r 
To find excuſe for ſilence, if they cod. 0 


But through my ſearch not one excuſe dberd, 3 
Amn if he bed. 81 
Thes I lend in inches Ed pee, 
Deſpairing aid from reaſon or from ſenſe; | | 
Till from a pow'r, of late well known to 51 4 
Though not mak d, N en 
1 ny Eu. HOT rn OL 


Now Night incumbent kung by oe gn: 
And Silence ſpread her empire over all; , 
When o'er my eyes imperfect ſlumbers ſyrtad 
Their downy wings, and hover d round * Fear ol 


But ſtill internal ſenſe awake remein d, 33 trial 


And ſtill its firſt ſolicitude retain d; E. ö 


When lo! with flow deſcent, Glauch brights, 
= cloth'd in darkneſs viſible, not light, 1935408 115 e 

orm, high tow ring to the a at! 
= ag . ale before my eyes. 43 os 
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a 1 

As afier ſtorms waves faintly laſh the ſhore, 

As hollow winds in rocky caverns roar ; - | | 
Such was the voice which picrc'd my trembling ear, 

a And chill'd my ſoul with more than common fear. 


Thus ſpoke the power : © From yon extended yoid, 
« Where Jove's creating hand was ne'er employ'd; 
« Where ſoft with hard, and heavy mix'd with light, 
« And hot with cold, maintain eternal fight; 

« Where end the realms of order, form, and day, 

« Where Night and Chaos hold primeval ſway; . 

«© Their firſt, their darling offspring now ere, TY 
& Who comes thy. wonted calmneſs to reſtore... 
« Ere yet the mountains rear d their heads on bigh, 146 
. Fre yet the radiant fun ilum'd. the W en bu 
“ Fre riſing hills or humble vales were ſeen, 

« Or woods the proſpect chear'd with waving green; 
« Ere Nature was, my wondrous birth 1 date, = - ſ 7 
More old than Chance, Neceſſity, or Tar. 3 

« Ere yet the muſes touch'd the vocal hre, 


«© My rev'rend mother, and tumultuous ſire, . 
« Beheld my wondrous birth, with vaſt t amaze, . 


« And Diſcord's boundleſs empire roard oy Tr 


ks 24 > 
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« In me whate* er by nature is disjoin'd, © E 2 
« All oppoſite extremes involy'd you nd. 
« Born to retain by Fate's eternal doom, | 
« My fire's confuſion, - and my mother's ben, „ 
« Ofer all the vaſt extent of letter d pride, es RY \ 
6 With uncontrofd en i Epreide; 15 a 531 br. 


Jigs | [aW ok 

ce The labouring chymiſt, and profound divine, 
« Err, not ſeduc'd by Reaſon's light, but mine: 
« From me alone theſe boaſt the wondrous ſkill, 
« To make a myſtery more myſterious ſtill; 
&« While 750 purſue, by ſcience not their own, 
« The univerſal cure, and philoſophic ſtone. 
«« Thus when the leaden pedant courts my aid, 
© To cover ignorance with learning's ſhade, 
« To ſwell the folio to a proper fie, 8 'F : 
&« And throw. the clouds of art o'er nature 8 eyes; 85 
« My ſoporific pow'r the ſages own ; = 
« Hence by the ſacred n name of Dulneſs known. 
«© But if mercurial ſcribblers pant for fame, 
« Thoſe 1 inſpire, and NoNSENSE is my name. 
cc « Suftdin'>by me, thy muſe firſt took her Want, 
« J circumſcribe its limits and its height; 
By me ſhe ſinks, by me ſhe ſoars along; | 
«1 ruſs her ſence, and I yrompe. ber __ 5 


My aue reſoly'd, the goddeſs wing'd her Vote, 
Diſſolv'd in air, and mix'd with formleſs >». cool | 
Much more the muſe reluctant muſt ſuppreſs, 
For all the pow'r of Time and Fate confeſs: | 
Too ſoft her. accents, and too weak her pray r 
For Time, or Fate, or cruel poſts to hear. 

En on ns 
February 22. 1758. es 
Thurſday. 


The poſt maid at that aft gon e 8 


= 2 3 
N n 4 1 


A e 


r 


Bie to C 


3 89 3 ; $ Lac 15 SI. | 
4 © 


O Friend, 15 ev'ry wa iy 3 endear d, 

| Which ſoul with ſoul in ſacred ties mute, 

The hour arrives, ſo long, ſo juſtly : fear'd, 
IRE all its woes, and links me. with their weight, 


„ 
For now Gow ——5 n my REA by pray'r r 446 SIR 
Toſs'd devious mingles with the * * ; | 
No tender arts can move my cruel fair, 
Nor all Loye's ſilent cloquence Nea. 


Though Gin my ups nyt Ks uM ti -_—_ 
Though in each action fondneſs is . 

No kind returns e er terminate my woes, r 
Nor heave the eternal preſſure from my Wen. 125 


Too well the weakneſs of wy 3 1 Mew, 3 
Too well Love's pow'r my foul had felt before; £6 

Why did I. then the pleaſing ill purſue, 5 
And tempt the malice of my (rage. more? 


Conſcions hs few amongſt the fair bare, 
Wo boaſt no merit but a tender heart, 

Why was my ſoul again to chains decreed, 

Io unrewarded tears, and endleſs ſmart? 


i 
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The ſiren Hope, my tardy pace to chear, 


In gay preſage the ſnort ning proſpect dreſt, 
With art fallacious brought the abject near, 
And Jull'd each riſing doubt in Tatal reſt. 


I ſaw Succeſs, or thought at leaſt I ſaw, ' | 
Beck'ning with fmiles ta animate my ſpeeds: 

Reaſon was mute, impreſs d with trembli aner 
Nor Memory one precedent cou d Plead. 6 


How curs d is he who a ben 6e ita 


The keeneſt plagues his cruel ſtars portend ! 
Till o'er his head the black ning clouds appear, 
And heay'n's collefed ſtorms at nee deſcends || 


What ſurther clan of fortune can l wan: 
What conſummation to the laſt deſpair i 


She flies, yet ſhows no pity for my fate 111 


She ſees, yet Gelen not in my: Etiefs/to ſhare, 


Yet the kind heart where SPI quionk M- 


Will catch the ſoftneſs when it firſt . ee A 


Explore each ſymptom. of the ſuff rer's pain, 1 T; 


Sigh all his ſighs, and nunber-all his tears, 


This tribute from — is due, 
What then, juſt Heay'ns ! what ſhould not love be · 
ſtow ? 


Yet though the fair inſenſible I view, 


kor others bliſs I won d not change my wos. 
2 hou 96 


Points out che precipice to which they ſtray d, 


C 14 ] 
O blind to wiſdom! to reflection blind, 
At length to reaſon and thyſelf return; 
See Science wait thee with reception kind, 
Whoſe frown or abſence no fond lovers mourn. 


Bountedus and free to all who aſk her aid, 
Her ſacred light anticipates their call, 


And with maternal care prevents their fall. 


Daughter of God! whoſe features all expreſs 

Tb' eternal beauty whence thy being ſprung, 
I to thy ſacred ſhrine my ſteps addreſs, 

And catch each ſound from thy heay*n-prompted tongue. 


O take me wholly to thy fond embrace, 
Through all my ſoul thy heav'nly beams efſuſe 
Thence ev ry clond of plenſing error chaſe, 
Adjuſt her organs, and enlarge her views. 


Hence ever fix d on virtue and on thee, 2 

No lower wiſh ſhall her attention claim, 
Till, like her facred parent, pure and free, . 

She riſe to native heaven from whenge ſhe came. 
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105 imitation of dowLET. 5 thanx 


; By ther fame, 
61. %% 2 282 5 240 ; 
OW often 1 my NES eyes * inne 
What grand revolutions its empire has knowu, 
You aſk. me, dear friend; then attend the ſad ſtrain, 
Since you bid me renew ſuch ineffable pain. 


Derry _ down, hey derry deunmn. 


'For who that has got cer an es in his pate, . 018 + 
So diſmal a tale without tears can relate 
Or who ſuch dire annals recall to his mind, | 

Wikou wee both before and behind ? 
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| 3 hy WT. 
This kingdom, as authors impartial have told, * 
At firſt was elective, but afterwards fold; © 
For experience will ſhow whoe'cr pleaſes to try, 
That | Angora Ae venal when ſubjects can N 
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Lovely Peggy, the firſt i in ſucceſſion and name, ThE 
Was early inveſted with honour ſupreme ; 4 
But a bold fon of Mars, who grew fond of her form, 
Swore himſelf into grace, and ſurpris'd her by ſtorm. 
B 2 V. 


9 16 1 
V. 
Maria ſigcended in honour and FER : 
By laughing and ſqueezing, and ſong and primace ; 
But her favours, alas, like her carriage, were free, 
Beſtow'd on'the whole male creation but me. 


Next Marg ret the ſecond attempted the chace; 
Though the ſmall pox and age had enamell'd her face, 
She ſuſtain d her pretence uus merite et ſans loix, 
And carried her point by a Je ne ſpais quoi. 


1 


The heart which ſo tamely acknowledged her fivay, 
| Still ſuffer d in ſilence, and kept her at bay, 

Till old Time had at laſt fo much mellow'd her 3 
That ſhe * with a breeze in a by m 8 un. 


The next eaſy conqueſt, Belinda, was thine, - 
Obtain'd by the muſical tinkle of coin: 

But ſhe, more enamour d of ſport than of prey, 
Had a fiſh in ber hook which ie wanted to play. 


High hopes were her baits ; but if Hs felis, 
A good ſtill in proſpect is not good poſſeſsd; 

For the fool found too late he had taken a tartar, | 
Retreated with 21 and e ſtoutly for quarter. 


X. 
4 


1 d JI N 
Urania came het, and with ſubtle an 5 
Diſcover d no open attempts to poſſeſs: 
But when fairly admitted, of conqueſt 4 
She * no law but her wall and her i 


| Xl. 
For ſeyen tedious years, to get rid of her chain, 
All force proy'd abortive, all ſtratagem vain, 
Till a youth with much fatneſs and «Af bleſt, 
Her perſon _ e a 1 W N 


So XII. 
To a reign ſo deſpstie, though. guillels. of bloods, 


No wonder a long interregnum enſu d; 

For an aſs, though the patienteſt brute of the SY 
Once NL, and 1 8 5 will beware aß the rein. 
Now the kingdom ſtands doubtful" itſelf to 3 x 
To Cloe the fprightly,. or Celia the ſlender 2. 
But if once it were out of this pitiful caſe, 
No law but che Salie henceforth. ſhall rake en 
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Moſt of the career, Fa alu. art rea, bun 
the * paſſions A e e <a Duh not 
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Inſcribed to Mr BLACKL 0Cx. 


71 


O pious ſorrow ſacred be this day, [1 
Buy grief diſtinguiſh'd each revolving year, 
Still let me form the melancholy lay, 

And Tay the tribute 15 a Eo. tear. 
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30 II. . 
Let 3 poets, - prodig of wo, 
With fancy'd ſorrows ſwell the pompous 8 
Mourn like ſome heart - exulting heir, for ſhow ; ;: 
. but to deſcribe my Teal . 2 * 
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„ Mb 3 sf 31 es 
| Why was he amd . why) 0 e e A 
Serene and gentle as a ſummer's ſky? 
Why did he reach ſo ſoon the deſtin'd goal, 
Born juſt to make his value known, and die? 


Thus in the morn the lily rears its head, 
Unfolds its fragrant beauties to the ſkies; 

Fairer than ſnow its virgin leaves are ſpread; 

5 But ere tis noon it hangs its head and dies. 1 


7 


19 J 
V. 
In vain n für Seeber op'd her niekeſt ſave,” 
And Learning grac'd, and Genius Bloom'd IN 
Learning, alas! nor Genius have the pow'r - 
To ſhield one hour the human clay A 210 


VI. 
Whene'er with him my happier days 1 paſt, i 
Heedleſs T mark -d not how the ſeaſons grew, ;. 
Swift fled the joeund hours with blithſome 1 wil 4 
And ſcarter'd ſweets ambroſial as ny 2. ES 


ny 


1 


Then the young > in Jes mantle ckelt, 2 
Summer's unclouded ſkies and ſpreading trees, ) 1 

Autumn's brown fields with ripen' 'd harveſts bleſt, 8 
And Winter's 8 Ag tempeſts then could pleaſe. 


5 


VI. e de e ee 
But now, to meg 8 Ei. a moping prey, | 
Dull as hoar Age, e en in my growing prime, 
I chide each hour protracted to a day; 
Grief, ſurely Grief arreſts the e of Tine. ; 


219174 Þ ü 
x 
Spring's op'ning charms, and Summer's ripen'd bloom, 
Autamn's brown helds, and Winter's low ring brow, 


- Alike unheeded now, unwiſh'd for come: REST  * 


#4 *% * Te] 
: 1 a. 
Alke n Oe} go. r 
i ay 5 
EASY CS 4 4 6 4 L SIE ©- 
— 


FF 
*F'was he, twas he, made ev'ry ſeaſon gay, 
Tinged each flower with beauties not its own ; : 
Twas his to dreſs in ſmiles the blackeſt da; 
But ſmiles are now no more — for he is gone. 


XI. 
Shed, virgins, ſhed the Hmpatbiſing „ 
You who deſerye a tender virgin s name; 8 FO 
A youth antimely preſs'd the fatal bier, 8 FR 
Soft as your foul, and ſpotleſs - as your fame. 


XII. 

And wilt thou, BLACKLOCK, grant the boon 1 crave? | 
(As 1 3% year his mournful tale relate), „ 
Wilt chou ſtrow annual flow 'rs upon his grave, . 
* as his 1 temper, early as his fate: * | 
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The nobleſt paſſions of the human breaſt,. F 
Attend the accents of Love's fav'rite lyre, 
And let thy ſoul its moving force atteſt. 


E 


The ſoul of paſſion i in each ſound convey d, 
Shall all its Joy Aiſcloſe, and * its dan, 


x 24 . + © 


Smooth ey'ry thought, and humanize the bean 


Falſe i is that wiflom, impotent and vain, 
Which ſcorns the ſphere by Heav'n to men aſſign* . 
Which treats Love's pureſt fires with mock diſdain, 
And, human, ' foars above the human kind. 


Long mute the muſe of Elegy remain'd, 
Her plaints untaught by nature to renew, 
Whilſt ſportive Wit deluſive ſorrows feign'd, 
With how much eaſe diſtinguiſh'd from the true ! 


Ev'n witty Walter mourns the conſtant ſcorn. 
Of Sachariſſa, and his fate, in vain: , 
With love his fancy, not his heart ſeems torn ; 
We an his —. bur rare 7 — ks | galls. 3 
Such force has Natit, fo vicky fair, 
With charms maternal, her protons au * 
The eaſy grace and animated air, 
. chem al her OWN, and all divine.” 


0! ſhould ſuch merit in ſuch ſtrains implore, 
Let Beauty ſtill vouchſafe a gentle ear; 
What can the ſoul with paſſion touch'd do. more? 
The ſong muſt N the e ſinctre. 


„ 
Cold Cunning ne'er, wich animated ſtrain, 
Io other breaſts can warmth unfelt n, 
We ſee her toil with induſtry and pain, 
And mock the painted 1 impotence of Art. 


Inſcribed to a Fa IE * 2 Ap 


In imitation of Su ENS To. 


By Mr BlLackLlock. _ 
— + © 
Elſe, ceaſe, my dear nd} to 1 2 | 
From whence, and how piercing my ſmart ; 
Let the charms of the nymph I . 3 
Excuſe, and interpret my heart: 
Then how much J admire, you ſhall prove, . 
When like me you are taught to admire z 


And imagine how boundleſs my love, _ 
When you number the e chat e | 
7 11 U. Fed 


Than tunſhine | more * to my dab, 2 


To my life more eſſential than air, F 
To my ſoul ſhe is perfect delight, 
To my ſenſe all that's pleaſing and fair. . 


a 


++ 


And ſwear that the breaſt muſt be cold, 


C23 1 
The fwains who' her beauty behold, . 
With tranſport appland ev'ry charm, 


Which a beam ſo intenſe cannot warm. 


III. 
Ah! ſay, will ſhe ſlightly forego IE: 
A conqueſt, though humble, yet fre ot 5 
Will ſhe leave a poor ſhepherd to wo, ' 7 
Who for her ev'ry bliſs would rote? | 
Alas! too preſaging my fears, 0 
Too jealous my ſoul of its bus, 
Methinks ſhe already appears, i ai vl 
Jo foreſee, and elude my addreſſs. 


Does my boldneſs offend my dear mad)? 
Is my fondneſs loquacious and 80 

Are my viſits too frequently paid ; | | 
Or my converſe unworthy of thee ? . 


Let when grief was too big for my breaſt, 


And labour'd in ſighs to complain, 


Its ſtruggles I oft have ſuppreſt, 
And filence Ow on ha 


9 5 8 
And oft, while, by tenderneſs 38 1 
To my charmer's retirement I flew, 
I reproach'd the fond abſence of thought, 
And in bluſhing confuſion withdrew. 


— 24 ; 

My ſpeech, though too little refin d, 
Though ſimple and aukward my mien; 
Yet ſtill, ſhouldſt thou deign to be kind, | 
What a wonderful change might be ſcen? | 


VI. 
Ah, Strephon ! how vain thy deſirr, 
Thy numbers and muſic how vain, 
While merit and fortune conſpire 
The ſmiles of the nymph to obtain? 
Yet ceaſe to upbraid the ſoft choice, 0 
Though it ner ſhould determine for hee, 
If thy heart in her joy may rejcice. 
Unhappy thou never canſt beQ. 


HO R. Ode 13. Book r. imitated. 
By the fame. 


Cam iu, Lydia, Telephi, Kc. 


Hen Celia dwells on Damon's name, 
Inſaliate of the pleaſing | theme ; 1 
Or in detail admires r 
His roſy neck and waxen arms ; 
O! then with fary ſcarce ſuppreſt, 
My big heart labours in my breaſt. 


* 


From thonght to 1 my Aaning my 15 
Inceſſant tides of paſſion roll; 5 A e 
My blood alternate chills and bens 

Uncertain colour comes and . 0 
While down my cheek the ſilent ter, . ere 119 
Too plainly bids my grief appear; 
Too plainly ſhows the latent flame, 

Whoſe ſlow conſumption melts my frame. 

I burn when, conſcious of his ſway, 

The youth elated I ſurvey; 

Preſume with inſolence of air, 

To frown, or diate to my fair; 

Or in the madneſs of delight 

When to thy arms he wings his flight; 

And, with indelicate embrace, 

Profanes the beauty of that face; 

That face, where op'ning Heav'n beſtows, 
The brighteſt charms with which it glows. 
O! if my counſels touch thine ear, 

Love's counſel ever is ſincere, | 

From his indecent tranſports fly, 

Howeꝰ er his form may pleaſe thine eye. 

For conflagrations fierce and ſtrong 

Are fatal ſtill, but never long: 

And he who rudely treats the ſhrine 

Where modeſt worth and beauty ſhine, 
Forgetful of his former fire, | 

Shall ſoon no more theſe charms * 

How bleſs'd ! how more than bleſs'd are they ! 


Whom Love retains with equal ſway ; 8 
h C „enen 


Y ET © 
Whoſe flame inviolably bright, -+ 
Still burns in its meridian height: 
Nor jealous fears, nor cold diſdain, 
Diſturb their peace, nor break cheir Ga... 
But when the hours of life are paſt, | 
For cach in ſighs they breathe their laſt. 
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On the "tir & TA $ D * 
An E PI S T 2 8 

To a young Lady. 


. 


The (or N 5 


In non of the yon lady's N noms 2 
 ſeript poems are fent incloſed, to ver. 4. A ba- 
tion not fo confine her reading to manuſeripts, which 
are often careleſs and uncorrelt ; but to regulate her 
taſte by ſuch compoſittons as have been publiſhed, and 
continue #0 receive the general approbation 10. Ha- 

vantage. attending a reliſh for the polite arts, both _ 4 
with reſpec? to'pleaſure and improvement" 14.” an of 
poetry in particular 23. An exception to this in fame 

performances, which tend to vitiate the taſts"arnd" cor- 
rupt the morals 38. Homer recommended, not only as 
being the beſt poet, but as his works contain the an- 
cient mythology ; ; and will ſerve to make the alluſions 
of other poets intelligible 46. Virgil's character 58. 
Milton's 70. Dramatic Poetry 76. Sate car's. 
character in this light 86. Pope recommended "as 4 
moral writer 86. His Rape of the Lock charafteriſed 
93. His Dunciad 96. His Eſſay on Criticiſm. 100. 
C2 His 


| ;  ——Shaftesbury's and Nettleton's ſhort treatiſes point- 
ed out for the firſt, and Nature diſplayed for the 
laſt a6. A recommendation to employ her leiſure 
+» hours. ins reading, though ſome abſurdly would confine 
0 all knowledge to the other ſex 222. A caution againſt 
letting ſpeculation ingroſi all her thoughts. Thoſe ac- 
ride and ſocial virtues recommended which are adapted 
.. to her nature, ſex, and ſtation 240. The above du- 


> 
# \ 
* =_—_?: 
4 * 


111. Addiſon's character as a poet and patriat 224. 


cultivate the taſte, and form the / he of a young per- 


1 
His Paſterals I og. His ft le and numbers in general 


Digreſſion to the Spectator, which is deſcribed as 
proper to improve the mind, entertain the fancy, 


en 136. Thomſon's character as a poet 145. 
Young's Univerſal Paſſion deſcribed 154. Garth's 
Diſpenſatory and Clarimont 158. Swifts character 
for wit, humour, ill. nature, and want of delicacy 
I70. Short characters of Gay, Prior, Parn Il, 
Hammond, W elſh, Shenſlone, Gray, Lyttelton, Black- 
lock 186. Here the author leanes the lady te her own 
choice in poetry 192. A caution not to confine her 
_— to poetry alone 195. The advantages which 
. attend the ſtudy. of hiſtory. ——T he hiſtories of. Greece 
aud Rome, aud that of Britain, recommended 204. A 
\.\ notion of moral and natural philoſophy. not improper. 


ties conſiſtent with taſte and knowledge. This exem- 
© pifed in the characters of Madam Dacier and Mrs 
Koe 245. Such examples [ nal * ſt ourſelves 
 binted Mos N Conchifun. Yo 47 


4 ; 
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„ 


Y dear 3 ſince you would explore 
What verſes I at preſent have in ſtore, 
Receive inclos d ſome unconnected rhymes, 

The work of various hands, at various times. 


Your dawning taſte with pleaſure I ſurvey, 5 5 
And to its ſearch' would nobler ſcenes diſplay ; 
Nor ſtill to manuſcripts confine your views, 


The careleſs ſallies of the ſporting muſe ; 


But fix your eye where real beauty reigns; ; | 
And public ſanction dignifies the ſtrains. _ 10 


From Nature's charms ſupreme delight to ſhare, 
To feel what's good — ſublime — or new — or fair, 
With higher proſpects ſires the human aim, 

Refines our pleaſures, and improves our frame: 
This taſk the muſes claim, by Heay'n deſign d 15 | 
The heart to ſoften, and . the N 


Verſ. 5. Your dawning taſte, &c, 
The _ age fifteen. 


verl. 12 To feel what's good, &c. 
Novelty, goodneſs, beauty, and grandeur or ſublimity, are 
the ſourees from whenee all the pleaſures of the internal ſenſes 


are detived. 


Verſ. 15. This taſk the muſes, &e. | 
The muſes preſide alike over all the polite arts; dut muſic, 


painting, and ſculpture, contribute in ſome degree to the ame 
end with poetry. It has been diſputed, which of the imita- 


tions are moſt productive of improvement; but, upon the whole, 
the preference ſeems due to poetry See Has ris on that ſubjett. 
C 3 As 


b 30 * 
At once to guide and animate our way, 
Where Truth and Virtue hold eternal ſway. 
Theſe glorious ends effectually to gain, 3 
They charm the ear, the fancy entertain; 20 
Paint all that's fair in Nature to the ſight, 
And mix ſublime inſtruction with an. 


vet not alone this talk the Muſe ellays ; 

Pretending ſirens oft uſurp her praiſe, | 
Deck with deluſive charms the mimic lay, 25 
And lead too ſoon th*unwary mind aſtray. 

Hence, though in Muſic all her numbers flow, 
Through all her fong though endleſs raptures glow, 

Leet Taſte, let Virtue fly th' inchanting ſtrain; 

8 falſe the ſentiment, the] Jo is vain. 30 


Not each allies bard the Nine inspire, 
Whoſe ſacrilegious hand profanes the lyre. 
Where-e er the ſong to faithleſs Pleaſure leads, 
Through fairy proſpects or illuſive meads, 
Or flows in dull unanimated rbyme, 35 
To reanneſs ſinks, or {wells to mock ſublime; 
The quaint conceit, the force of lab'ring art, 
| Can to the Maſe or Nature owe no part. 


Let e Rilt your FA attention claim, 
Whom all we Nine, wich all their charms, inflame. 40 _ 


Verſ. 37. The quaint conceit, Sec. 
| Almgſ.al the wits in Charles 11.” time may be ranged under 
this .claſls, when even grave divines vouchſafed to be jecular, bl 
— their puns and qoibbles from the * S306 
He 


—ꝓ— ee ata DS * 5 * — — 
* 


: 

6 * 
o 1 
124 

ö 
; 
i \ 
* 
: 
* 
£ 
* 
» 
1 
% 
. F 
6. 
14 
3 
2 | 
1 
— 
9 
5 
n 
U : 

_ 5 
, 

=” 
1 
 S 
* 
$ 
+ 
8 
| 
* 


| — 37 1 

He firſt eſſay'd their nobleſt wreaths to gain; 
Ambitious taſk ! yet not eſſay d in vain. ; 
Him future bards with veneration view, 
And with unequal wing his flights purſue ; | 
From him Invention's copious ſource explore, 45 
And deck their labours with the borrow'd ſtore, 72 


To find a hand thit darſt attempt his ſtrain, 
A thouſand toiling years revoly'd in vain; | 
Till Fate and Nature ſmiling on mankind, | 
Another brow for epic bays deſign d, .* 6s 90 
Deſtin'd beneath Heſperian ſuns to bloom, - 
And ſhine the glory of the world and Rome. 
Hail ſacred Maxo ! in whoſe deathleſs ſtrain, 
Nature and Art united praiſe attain : 
Correct and pure thy heav'nly numbers flow, 3 
Yet with the keeneſt flame of Genius glow; 
Through all the records of eternal Fate, 
Fame ſaw but one of Nature 8 works ſo r 


Britannia's boaſt wil 510 , by wh ſtrung, 
Reſounded equal to the themes he ſung ! a * 
That man his nature might with pleaſure ſee, | 
In its full height, — God ſaid, Let Mix rox be; 
Then, as when firſt his world its charms diſplay'd, 
Beheld, approv'd,- and bleſs'd the work he made. 
Whether his ſong to hell's dark depth deſcend, 65 
Where Night and Wo united ſway extend; 
Or to fair Eden's happier climes ariſe, 

Or paint the brighter ſplendors of the ſkies; © 
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C 32 L 
One boundleſs grandeur, one informing ſoul, 
Suſtains, illumes,. and animates the whole. 


In narrower limits, yet with epic rage, 
Next view the buſkin'd muſes tread the ftage ; 
Where Pity o'er the wrecks of Fate reclines, 
And in the dignity of Sorrow ſhines ; 
Where Courage toils in ſtorms of Fortune toſt, 
And ſilent Terror ſtalks in Hamlet's ghoſt. | 
Here mighty SHAKESPEAR on his natal throne, 
Unrival'd ſhines, with glory all his own; 
Great Nature's fav'rite, ſingularly bleſt, 
With all the empire of the human breaſt : 
Him equal knowledge, equal warmth inſpire, 


And Wiſdom tunes, and Paſſion ſtrikes his lyre. 


In Porz's harmonious pages you may ſcan, 
The proper taſk and eſtimate of man ; - 
Through various life, his various ſong purſue, 
Which as it leads, improves in every view. 

In eaſy flowing numbers if he ſing, _ 

What dire effects from am'rous diſcord ſpring! 
His pregnant fancy to our wond'ring eyes, 
In various forms bids various objects riſe ; 


And hangs ſuſpended on a ſingle hair, 
All the « conccits and whimſies of the fair. 


Like grubs in amber, e his living line, 
See Blackmore, Gildon, Dennis, Welſted ſhine. 
For when raſh witlings durſt his rage inflame, 
He damn'd the dances to eternal fame. 


75 


80 


5 T9 1 
If led by Truth and Taſte, he trace the ſcenes 
Where real Beanty in full ſplendor reigns, © 
Nature gives ſanction to the critic's laws, $6 
And ſhews her ſon the great fublime he draws. 100 


If nigh the ſilver Thames his Doric ſtran 
Diſplays the guiltleſs paſſions of the pin, 
With force united on the melting heart, © EN 
Muſic and Love ann power'e: exert. N 


If o'er 21 rocks the torrent pours along, 105 
Thunders the roaring torrent through his foog; 8 
If ſighing breezes, wanton in the flies, ry 41 
Soft in his hy the breathing zephyr ſighs. rh: i 
Thus bright he ſhines, in every glory crown'd 3 
The teſt of Britiſh clegance and fond. 40 110 


But hark !-what ſtream of muſie poies along, 
Sublimely ſweet, ' and elegantly ſtrong, 
Sacred to Liberty, who rais'd' his aiim Os KT 
To add one wreath to Cato's deathleſs fame: 
*Tis Appisox, whoſe numbers court thy r on 
Where Churchill's glories ever bright appear. | 
Thrice happy pair, with equal ardor fir'd, 

By one great pow'r in one great cauſe inſpir d. 
| Conqueſt obſequious led the hero's way z | 
With * an en the teddy lay. 120 


* 


Verſ? 118. By 6 
Liberty is here meant, in whoſe — Addiſon ood Marlbo- 


rough cxcrted themſelves each in their different ſpheres. 
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Who would not all the toils of war fuſtain, 

To ſhine immortaliz'd in ſuch a ſtrain ?. a 
What muſe would ceaſe to ſtrike the. loftieſt "= 
Should ſuch heroic deeds their ſong inſpire ? 

But Wiſdom, and the Genius of mankind, 

Another province to their ſon aflign'd : 

Britain's Spectator, in whoſe eaſy page, 

At once is ſeen the gentleman and ſage. 

Here Knowledge ſhines, in faireſt het dreſy'dy A 
The nobleſt truths in juſteſt words expreſs'd. 130 
Here cultivate your taſte, and form your ſyle . 
Here at Sir Roger's various humours ſmile; 

Here view with Fancy's eyes the moral dream, 

Or with new reliſh. pals from theme to theme. 

Hence may you learn in every light to pleaſc,: 

To think vith legumes, and write. wth eaſe, 


Let THomsoNn charm. thy mind and — ol 2 


Thomſon ! enamour'd Nature's: darling care, 
Who bade him all her nobleſt talents ſnare: an 5 
With him to ſtreams, and groves, and vales werd, N 
Inform'd his judgment, and his fancy fir d- 
Conſign'd her faithful pencil to his hand, 

And taught him all her wonders to expand: 2 

So ſtrong his colours, fo divine his art. 145 
Such beauty forms, ſuch life inſpires each part, 
With keener tranſports ſcarce our eyes Po 

The great original from which he drew. * 

Wouldſt thou the ardor of FO wech unbend, 


And with the muſe to gayer themes deſcend ? 150 
| Sce 


SH E | 
See YouNGs, in quick exuberance of thought, 
With all the richeſt ſtores of fancy fraught, 
Arm Satyr's hand with darts, with ſmiles her face, 
And from the love WER each e trace. 


Let Gaxrn with ſharp, but ſalutary * 1556 


As muſic gentle, but as lightning keen, | 
In phyſic's mock folemnity appear, 
Or with correct deſcription charm your ear. 


The powers of Humour, Wit, and Malice join'd, 
To form one bard the ſcourge of human kind. 160 


Sudden as plagues his mortal ſhafts are thrown, | | 
And all alike their venom'd fury om? PO OE 
Not ting'd a ſingle villain to diſgrace, 

But woumd, without diſtinction, all our race. 


O had his rage, not men, but crimes purſa'd, 165 


With milder eyes had he his nature viewed 
O'er Delicacy had not Wit prevail dd. 
And in groſs pen er grids jet Shird; 

Then Sw1yr in mirth and ſatire might have ſhown 


PerfeCtion-to the world before unknown * 170 
Verf. 157. In ples mo, 0 is... 
In the Diſpenſatory. 3 5 ö 
Val. 158. beten he =” : . 
To his Clement. e 
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T4 
Spirit and eaſe wouldſt thou at once admire,. . - _ 
Laugh through the well- told tale with Gay and Patos, 
PARNELL ſurvey, with ev'ry laurel grac'd, 
HaMmmoND With tenderneſs, and WELSH, with taſte, N 


The oft diſtreſs of SuEnsTONE's rural lay, 175 
The tender plaintive dignity of Grays , „ 
\ Or he who deck'd his Lucy's urn with. bays, . 
The foul-diſſolving * of our days. 


Nor muſt I hear forget to 1 
BLACKLOCK — my fay'rite— intimate, and friend. 180 
We from our <carlieſt youth to cach were known, 
Alike our pleaſures, our. aſſociates one: b 
Ah! could I add, our kindred ſouls the Lame, . = op : 
Both fir'd alike with one congenial lamez  _.. _. .. 
Then ſhould my numbers flow, like his, refin'd,” 185 5 
Delight . car, and captivate your min. 
Theſe ornaments 1 nature and aig Wes. en 
Shall all reward the moments 2 engage. wy TY 
l —_— ͤ iZ 
One could not forbear to include theſe two authors in ach a 
lit; though, at the ſame time, it muſt be owned, had ſome 
few of their tales been left out, it would have done them no dif- 


Honour ; and one could, with more confidence, . 
their ee ee 
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| Verſa 178. The fub-diſolving, fe. 
| d ee 8 rade 
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E 
Thus far Direction holds her friendly _ 
To animate thy taſte and puile'its*flipht.- -- +. 
But by attentive reading now refin'd, 
To its own choice e 
£114 ee eee eee eg 2 8 $3.7 mo 1 
Yer let unt denten thy barer 
Bat oft revolve che juſt hiſtoric page. r 


To fancy this paſt ages ſhalbreſtore, , Sy 
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And Rome and-Athens tiſe tu wet unte more. 
Virtue and Truth, in heighten'd colours 112 
Embody'd _ the nee! IT 4 
Amit kan xt goto 0 ben oe 
When A e bene ont une. 11 4 E 
When for the ſoeptre he the: or0ok reſignss'- - 259 


When War 1 acrlinglyy\'with vindictive band, 

Appears the ſaviour of a plunder'd land: kun 

What heat ca eaſe wit pace warmth to heat? 
wow for oy hy mn An _— 


T1695 ift Hinte er Won outboard 1558 

Now ſtill oo higher ves lex Reaſon or 205 
Philoſophy's inchanting ſcenes explore. W* E KR 

 ASHLY humane, and NEzTTLETON tal how, * 

What native * — mee KA 

The age wid the lov of Nurs warms B 

wonders at 0! 236 - 

Conſult attentive," and rum eyes, 1201 


Frem ſcene to ſcene of height'ning beg riſe 4 
Till all the pfoſpeQtcop'ning 30 thy , 4.5 


1 6 1 

Till Reaſon beiug's end and: ſource {hall find, 
Had n n eee e PB IP ONES 

et Wor The avi > vel 14K 

Though tyrant Cuſtom, with. decifive ai, 

From Learning's calm receſs preclude the ies . | 
.. ĩ face, - 101 431 
Pronounce domeſtic. $eils their only _ — 
"Their darling dene det ien il sit 


Yet as Ga mas July in 
A taſk adapted to each ſex and His" 
Much it imports, in active life, to . E bm! "hay 
What to ourſelves, beer erbe, EN 
What offices from what yelatipns' riſen 
| 4 what pes e aid wht nr me ig 


And ade red A lathe breaſt ß 

Yet plac'd each being in a 1 nt 
And from their natures bade their taſls appear. _ 
Domeſtic duties hence alike demand 

Thü attentive jndgment, and the ae hand- 


Les theſe, in due degree, thy. 1 2 
Nor let the w_ wer ur rA pe 


1 Tytod 10 ort 


O falle to Nate, ws her wiſdowt Vid, 


. ( 39 J | 
By theſe in one conſiſtent plan we riſe, 
Senſe .niakts hs Wive,, aRion make tos WMI. 
Nor reſts my ſong on theory alone ; ; 
Theſe traths are dir wiſe by experienet Known. |; 
To prove the maxim juſt, ſhe ſtill can ſhow _ ” ,.. 246, 
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A Gallic Dac1eR, and a Britiſh . 
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Verſ.242. 2 . „ aged 
Good ſenſe naturally mes ation 29, proper for beings | 
"In our ſituation: | and | 1 
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Writes beſide the rains of de el pace 
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nations 10 remote "the Ird of day. 

Now lends his chearfuf nght; his parti t 
"Yer lines with purple, and celeftiat gold, 
The cloud 7 b. ton ring foi yl OY 355 ; 
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From eaſtern climes, how peaceful and ſedate, ; 
In ſaber majeſty, pale Night e I's; oof ILL * 
And o'er gay Nature's ſweelly- vary id Face, ; 
has all, her 4 mantle throws 2 


nen £5 114 


a $662, 120 
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* © Gongenial al Si MenCe, on her fol T 33; 0010212 100 
Obſequious waits, and thoughiſul: not a break. 
Diſturbs the placid air; and on che bough 
The leaf unquiv' ring bangs ; the cryſtal lake 
\ Enjoys the happy calm, nor wears a dimple 
O'er all its ſilver ſurface. By her ſide 
Sweet Contemplation walks with penſive brow, 
| Intently muſing. Nature ſeems to feel 
The ſoft impreſſion, and ſinks down to reſt, 


— 


Come, Genius of the Night! come; for the wiſe 
Adore thy footſteps : ſweet Philoſophy ß 
Hails thy approach ; for kindly thou — 


The 


if 41 * 
The noiſy follies of the buſy day, 


And wak ' ſi the thoughtful mind ta ſacred, Win. 


Nor leſs the poet loves thy friendly. rein, 
While wand'ring forth beneath the ſilver moon, 
Iſtuſtrious Queen! his raviſh'd fancy glows,,, 


Warm with each tender thought, PR Mn. 


And all ty ee e ſong. 


FS N 


Now, while * bay world. eee 


Inſpire my foul, and brighten, all her powers ; 


And while I wander dbroagh, 3 | 


ies io the a 


R | 
And there light yeil'd with the gay fleecy cloud? 
While. here black columns of thick darkneſs riſe, 
in which perhaps ten thouſand chunders ſleep, 


Which haſt ore lng thlr ging win comb. 
And ſhake with, awful roar ch af 3 


( * * 55 4 2 32 


TE E 1 
Mlaid with all the glittering gems of heav'n, ; 5 
Set by thy mighty hand, Father of light. 

And love, and beauty! In the dawn. of Time 

Thou formedſt Nature's univerſal frame, 

Moulding its every part with ſoy reign (kill. 


ps $4 


The golden ſun, bright maſs of vivid fire! 


Thou faſhion'dſt in the hollow of thy hand: 
Around the centre, thy omnifie word, 
The ſtarry orbs in beauteous order hung, 

And bade he pln hae Es. PRI: 
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Impos d thoſe Jaws by. which! the 
Of Nature' is prefer d- 1 Tha wa ma 
Obſequious, in majeſtic folemn ans 5+ 5 
Firſt mov d the grand machine, as by: ty breads 
Divine inſpir d; and ever ſince has . 
Inceſſant ray ing in WAA: rand. 
Wbhere-e er I caſt my raviſh' eyes abroad, 

The ſolemn ſcenes to ſolemn thoaghts invite. 
The riſing miſts, gath' ring aroumd the hills, 
Hide deep their verdant heads: o'er all the plan. 
The lively green-finks into deepeſt ſhadeʒ 
And mute are 12 _ — Ke of 0 3 
How ney e le gast be 5 
Where o er the dewy field yon ſpreading planes 
Stretch wide their. aged boughs! how eren therve 
That beanteons fabric, once the bliſsful _ 0 
Of Caledoria's monarchis, rears its head 5 
Aloft in air, and on the neighb'ring walls | 
Looks down, fiperior ! All-deſtroying Time?” 
What can reſiſt thy: rage? The iron bar 
Melts down before thec; and the ſolid rock. 
Moulders away, With every ſtormy blaſt 
The fragments from you broken arches . 
The ſpacious windows, wbere ere while 1 


Beauty and royalty, robb'd of their: pride, 
Are deſolate and void; and in the hall, 
Where once aſſembled ſenates awful ſat, 
And all the pomp of majeſty, there dwells 


an god A thats the owl,” —_ 
* | Sad 


- "8" . 
Sad favourite df Night! eludes the da:; PE 
And now, forth. iſſuing from tis a bas, : 
Tunes his nocturnal elegy of wo. 5 ; 
Yet beauteons ſtill, and lovely in decay, 
The venerable ruins Rand, ahd ckmm 
A pitying ſigh from every patriot breaſt. 2 7 
ee ee e 
Here beauteous Flora pbur'd forth all her rr 
And here Ponfona, With a N Tal and, 
lng with is len ben the b fee. 


Sow'reign Directut of inmithber'd- andy: 
*Tis thine to bid cities and empires a le 
And at thy pleaſure fall ; to lay in duſt 
The proudeſt glories of the ſons © al 
Io make a deſert on the fertile plain, 

And with: thy beauty clothe the barren wild: 
All is thy work, and all thou daſt is good. 


While at this folemn hour the proſtrate world 
Unconſcious lies, and the mad ſons of Riot. 
Purſue the midnight-reyel, oft let me, 
With all the bleſs'd tranquillity. of mind 
Which Innocence and Meditation give, 
To ſuch delightful ſolitude repair, 
And to its ſweet enthaſtaſtic joys . 
Give all my raviſh'd ſoul. Oft let me riſe, 
On Contemplation's ever-ſoaring wing, 
Above mortality, and life's low cares, 
To talk with angels. Oft let Faney ſtretch. 
Her boundleſs flight to regions unexplor d; 


And 
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And through ideal worlds delighted range, 2 
Happy in her emen 01 


Bleſs'd Solitude ! a 1 are tine; 


karen, great deſign z we noble hit. 


The feeling heart; the boundleſs ſocial with ; . 
The wide embrace that graſps the works Fw... 
With aniverſal ha Peaceful and calms... MET 


And ſacred Wiſdom makes her | bleſs' abode... þ i 


* 


Thrice lovely th xeſt;-0 s of hear'n 
Your happy paths let me for ever tread, 
Unweary d follow where yen point the . . 
And all your ſootſteps rev xently adore... 
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Waving belt thy CIR. 3 
. — 
Faireſt glory of the year! „„ * #* 
On our longing Pla ppear. „ 8 
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See the lovel nywph eppes, 3 
Wo 1 11 el 
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on her robe of flowing green. . 


Welcome, welcome to theſe plains ! gs 
_ Welcome to the longing { ſwains !-- AS 98 " 8 
Thee with raviſh'd voice I ſing, A 4h ani 
Bounteous all- reviving Das feos 
: 421 8 bt; $3534 2.4 1 2 it 46% . 


Now the mornings 98 an wntiios 


13 ; 
Gayer light now the lies: RN 


Now a gentle whiſp ring gale #7} ao: e 
Safily ſtcals along the als: ES kl x dard 
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181 


Now the huſbandmen prepare - 
To 1 umprove the  commng year, 3 
Pinging free the gen'rous grain, ol 
Hoping pleaſure, bearing Pain. 


Living verdure clothes the hills 
Wild, along the cryſtal rills, 
Gillyflowers and daiſies ſpring, 

And invite the muſe to ſing. 3 
There the ſpreading bloſſom Tee, = y oh 
Burſting forth from every tree! ES: 
Muſic wakes throughout the be, 5 
All is harmony and love. | 


ws . 8 


' Pouring forth def antes 1 
Hear the rantfil feather's throng,” =_— . 
Swell the ſweetly-dying lay! | 
Lowing herds, and bleating Rocks, 
O'er the dales and mol rocks, 


un the univerſal aner einn © „ St 
From the gay-cnamel'd ground ; 
Smiling Nature's bounteons Gia” 1 
Heay' n, my fair, actiphis to ee e = . 17 
Such a love as mine to thee. © t 56577 Vice - 


q ” © 
FEPz 3 
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S | 

See: yen amaranthine. c 
Strew'd with man) a fragrant flowert ii 6 191300 
Blooming plains, nene 16 baer 
Happy ſcenes of rural loses 
All, my love, to joy invite, 
All inſpire a pure delight tnt: 
Let us taſte, and, taſting, ſing 
Every pleaſure of the: Spring Bon olds rf. 


33 
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Rom theſe lone walls, and this ungratefal 
From whence. the Muſes never "OR before, 
For ae attune the long-negle&ted lon. 


My Fzx1gep.1— the dear, the ever · honour d name, 
Awakes to life the near: i'd flame; Ps. 
Makes eyery ſource af tenderneſs. o 0 Ca 15 
And my fond heart with ſacred tranſport glow. 


From 


* 


% =” 


— When Heay'n with pity ſaw 4 ſons of men 
Oppreſs d with num rous ills,” and vary'd pain, n 
Friendſhip and Love, twin-born, A =_ 


He ſent to laviſh all his bounties here: 
For love's he beſt and pt Joy we know, 
ha arched chr rode 


The latent ſeeds of unexerted worth ; 
'To cheriſh Virtue, and to raiſe the mind 


To teach us how our follies we may cure, 
Enjoy life's bleſſings, and its ill endure ; 
To ſhare our joys whene er they overflow, 
And with kind pity to divide our wo. 


> = x» 4 Js A 
«07 $5.0 5 


Exalt your foal ; your virtues all improve; 
STIR Ou r 


When firſt T ſung, ambitions of thy praiſe? 
When, kindly- partial to the muſe you loy'd, - 


8x 
11125 
4 


*Tis thine, O ared Friendſhip! eil uch 25 


4 ' 4 Jer 3 | 8. ; 4 4 +. 4 LI # > 
To nobler views, and pleaſures more rein ls?blb 


Take, then, He-qenife the wiſhes of id 
Heay'n mend your faults,- {if Neu have fanlts to mend}, 


Yet, fare, if aaght tha «good due below, | 
Ani anght ee e eee the 19 know, - A 
To make one friend; and lex me cal im mine! | 
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ade forge thoſe dear eight dp, 
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When, with the bluſhing morn's reviving ray, 
We breath'd the fragrant ſweets of orient day; 
With vigour climb'd the lofty mountain's br 
Or rang d, with jovial heart, the. plain's below.z © | - 
Preſs'd by her rapid foe, the 1 63 
Before us flying; pleaſure too ſeyere! ren 
By ſome clear ſtream, beneath the cooling n „ 
In grateful eaſe and ſweet retirement laid, TH 
When from his flaming throne the god of day, 
Intenſely bright ſhot down his fervid ray, 
We trac'd the labours of the mneful throng, + 
Charts yith the bones of nad: _ 


When ber Eve, in ales TTY 
Veil'd Nature's face with her delightful ſhade | 
When herbs and flowers drunk up the falling dew, 
And heav'n's bright queen illum'd ch ethereal blue; 
When flocks were folded, and the fields were _ 
Save the ſweet nurmurs of ſome tinkling oy; | 
How oft did we prolong the grateful walk, 5 
While mutual pleaſure crown'd our ſocial elk! Eh 
When each to each might all his ſoul impart 
And ſhare th* o'erflowings of a faithful heart, 
That without flatt'ry freely would commend, 

Or blame with all the candour of a nend! a 


4 


Did ſuch connections oft 8 hin engage 
Of chis unthinking and degen rate age, 1 
Wiſer and better ſoon dn nin grow, = 
Aud Elen flowilh once again bilow.” 


®, |  Heavn's 


„ 
Heav'n's Sov'reign, powerful, wiſe, and _— Kit 


Educes perfect good from partial ill: 
To him J lowly bend the ſuppliant knee, 


And bleſs the hand that ſent me far from thee; 
Far from the banks of Forth, the lovely plains, | 
Where M— dwells, and where my ſoul remains. 


At that dear name afreſh my ſorrows flow, 
The copious tear, and long-indulged wo. 
In all her charms ſhe riſes to my view, 
And all her glories fire my foul anew. 
Thou amiable ſweetneſs ! thou ſhalt long 
Be the lamented ſubje& of my ſong. _ 
Where: e' er Heav'n's providence my ways ſhall wie 
Still thy dear mem'ry ſhall with me abide ; 
Of my fond heart be ſtill the darling care, 
Mie ſs boſs n nnn there. 


Alas! Fi other ne of my coul, 
Between us mountains riſe, and ocean's roll. 
How oft hath Fate from me call'd thoſe away 
Whom of all others I have wiſh'd to ſtay ? 
How oft have. I, by the ſame Fate remov'd, 

| Languiſh'd in abſence from my beſt-beloy'd ? 


Long may thy happineſs delight my ear ; 
Thy growing virtue let me ever hear ; 
Virtue alone impells to noble deeds, ; 
And points the way that up to glory leads: 
And while thon loy'ſt to tread her paths divine, 
80 long, nor longer, let me call thee mine. 


„ 3- 
The Powzx of WINE. 


By the ſame. 

Ich roſes and with myrtles crown'd, 
I triumph; let the glaſs go round. 
Jovial Bacchus, ever gar. 

Come, and crown the happy day: 

From my breaſt drive eyery care z 
Baniſh ſorrow and deſpair: _ 
Let ſocial mirth, and decent joy, 

This delightful * employs | 


Haſte, attend us, Wit refin'd, I ie 
Thou ſweet enlivener of the mind! 
And while the copions bumpers crown 'd, 
Bid the free A gh, 9⁰ rod. 


Come, Sead ages thou by "3.00 7” 
With open ſmiles and ſweeteſt grace; 
For ever gay: come, lovely Youth ! 
With honeſt Freedom, candid Truth ; 
Come; for without thee Mirth's a pain; 
And Wit without thee flows in vain: 
Chaſe Melancholy far away; 
Bid all be chearful, ſweet, and Eav. 
See the fragrant roſy wine 


N deep with charms divine; 
E 2 ; Shewmg 


2 
Shewing, through the cryſtal glaſs, 
The beauties of my lovely laſs. _ 

For Chloe be the bumper crown'd, 

While Love and Friendſhip bear it round ; 
Her let every Muſe declare, 

Gentle, modeſt, good and fair. 


By wine the miſer generous grows; 
By wine che poet's breaſt o'erflows; 
Wine fires the warrior's ſoul with rape, 
Wine gives the bloom of youth to age. 
Bright wine can make the coward bold; 
Wine fills the heart with joys untold ; 
Wine can tame the fierce and wild ; 
Wine can make the ſavage mild; 

On us each ſocial joy beſtows, 
And kindly ſoftens all our woes. 


Then let's be happy white we may, 
Deſpiſing care, forgetting ſorrow; 
Enjoy the pleaſures of to-day, 


Nor fear what ills may come to=morrowe = 


L 83 1 
Tue ROSE. 


Ay the fem 


Air Roſe ! whoſe lyely glow the fancy warms, 
Bright with a thouſand tranſitory charms ; _ 


Gay, bluſhing ſweetneſs; lovely, fragrant thing ; 
Thy riſe, thy flouriſh, and thy fall, I ſing. | 


The vernal ſan now with a brighter ray, 

Shed o'er the plain a more refulgent daß, 

The dropping clouds their grateful ſhowers ditiltd ; * 

The genial zephyrs warm'd the happy field, N 
Unlock'd earth's fertile womb, ſo calling forth 

The various vegetating tribes to birth ; _ 

Now up the rigid veins, in wonted eourſe, 

Slowly aſcends'the vital ſap, by force  _ 

Abſorbent drawn; now here and there appear N 

The tender buds, and ſpeak the ſummer near; 

And now the freſh unfolding leaves adorn, 

With a gay vail of green, the ſpiky thorn. 


The ſummer © and now the potent ray 
Exalts thy ſweets, and calls thee forth to day; 
In fragrance rich, in lovelieſt colours clad, 

Thy glowing boſom to the ſanbeam ſpread, _ 
Charm'd we behold thee; grateful odours riſe, 
And on ſoft-fwelling gales aſcend the ſkies. 
Beauteous all o'er the lowly ſhrub is ſeen; 
The crimſon bloſſom, and the foliage green, 


C3 Smiling 


Prail tranſient beauty of a ſummer's day, 


t 1 
Smiling with ſweet diverſity appear, 


The brighteſt glory of the blooming year. 


But ah! dear ſhort- lid ſubject of my verſe, 
Why fade thy charms while I their ſweets rehearſe 7 


At once I ſing thy bloom, and mourn thy quick decay. 
No more thy leaves drink up the n = 
No more thy bright vermilion taint we view; 

No more a grateful fragrance canſt thou boaſt ; 

1 thou Y Hy thy NAY glory loſt... 


Sweet flower rin hy decay too plain I ſee. 
Th inevitable fate that waits on me. | 
Yet ſome poor minutes hence, (the powers divine Gy 
Can tell how many), and thy fate is mine. 
Should lively vigour for a while remain, 

Nor by pale Sickneſs hurt, nor racking Pain, 
Soon ſhall Old Age this healthfut bloom deſtroy, | 
And waſte with Tigid hand life's every joy ; 
Youth's pleaſing follies, Love's {weet cares be 0 er, 
And the once · tuneful Muſe inſpire no more; 
Feebler each pulſe, -and fainter every breath,. 
Till, with victorious hand, impartial Death, 
| Severely kind, ſtop ſhort the doubtful ſtrife, 

And terminate the long diſeaſe of life.” PIT OR 


- Thou too, my Cela, dear, Auaree W? 
Even thou (a lovelier though the gods ne'er male} 
| Haaſt yicld to cruel * Ime's wide-waſting rage, | 


"4 1 
whe . 
« * 
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But there's a beauty which can Time def: 
The beauty of the ſoul can never die. GG.. 
While others glory in a matchleſs face, Re 8 4 „ 
Too negligent of each ſuperior grace, 

Be God-like Virtue your peculiar care; r ne 
Virtue alone can maky FREE n Ihe rn 


? 


When Beauty's e fn ae, £2 
And all its glory's humbled in the duſt, | EN 
The virtuous mind, beyond the rage. of Tine, LDR >. 
Shall ever bloſſom in a happier climm 


Whoſe neyer-fading Joys no tongue can tell, EDT 
Where everlaſting youth and beauty dwell ; „ TI: 
Where pain and forrow never more ſhall move, 

But all i is 2 barmony, and lore. 


wn emen 
„ N A * 2 1 8 8 A. 


* 


TT the . 


HE Pig ſeaſon; and 1 fow'ry f gets; ” 
While Nature, in her gayeſt robes a 

Diſplays her ev'ry glory, call us forth . 
To taſte the cooling fragrance of the morn. Co 


t 56 1 

Come then, NARcissA : for thy meaneſt praiſe 
Is to be lovely; to be good, thy pride; $600 26 
The various beauties which indulgent Heaven 
With bounteous hand hath nid an ce, fy 08 
That gentle air, that elegance of form 
And all the graces that around thee wait, 
Are little to the glories of thy mind. | 
On that fair theme enamour d let me dwell ; 
With ſacred pleaſure mark each lovely charm, . Of 
Adoring ev'ry bright perfection theres 
Thought juſt and pure, ſenſe folid and' refin d, 
Adorn'd with all that's lively, ſweet, and . 
Licentious Folly hence, abaſh'd, retires, 
While Chearfulneſs ſerene, and decent Joy, 
For ever in Naxciss “s preſence dwell. © 


See, my fer patroneſs! o'er al the eaſt 
The jovial morn ſpreads out her roſy charms ; 
Soon will the bright effulgent god of day 
Appear in all the radiant pomp. of light: * 
Even now the ſummit of yon verdant hill, 
His weleome ray gilds with celeſtial gold: 
Advancing ſlowly to the humbler plan, 
To kiſs the flowers enamour d of his beam: 
To ſee Aurora's bluſh, to tread the green, 
Glitt'ring with pearly dew, to hear the voice 
Of early harmony from every grove, = 
The fair-one's bloom. not n, but exalts. 


| In focial converſe, N fie” and pure, 7 
That lifts the ſoul to heay'n, involved deep, 
Together 


cur 


Together let us trace te mazy PE: | 
Where the gay broom, and yellow blooming bn; 
Profuſely pour d o er Avon's verdant banks, 

With mingling nn the N wild. | 


See where, deep-folded in their mantles green, 
Yon happy groves in full luxurjance-riſc ! 7 
Shade above ſhade magnificently gay !- 
Elyſian ſcenes, of rural joy, and peace, | 
And eee the 5 * n 


Sce yon fair eminence? Wh verdint: fades 
Are fring'd with weods, with herbs, and flowers adorn d ; 
Its lofty head-crown'd with thoſe lonely _ 
Sore ſhaken by the iron hand of Time; 
Yet, though forſaken, ruim d, and. decay 2 
Net the leaſt charm of the romantic ſcene. 


Quick let us pierce into the deepeſt ſhade, 
Where: c er the nobleſt offspring of the wood. 
The ſtately aſh, Jove's venerable oak, © 

The birch that ſweetly ſcents the ambient air, 
Extended wide o'er either lofty bank, 
With mingling boughs, improve the ſacred gloom. 


Here its broad ſhade the hazle- buſn diſplays, Wot 
And fragrant flowers each lowly ſhrub adorns. ' . 
Where-e'er ihe void admits the ſolar ray . Gra? 
And o'er the ſummit of the rugged rock, 
Thar ntl the EO anime 
With 


r 
With ſnowy bloſſoms ſmiles the prickly as.” | 
And ſweeter than Sabean odours breathes. - © 


Beneath the covert of th umbrageous wood, 
In ſweet obſcurity fair Avon flows; 5 
No more inglorious, would the muſe beſtow 

A genius equal to Na RIS SAS charm. 
Perch'd on the bough projecting o'er the 9 
Or in the centre of the grove imbower d, 


The feather'd tribes pour forth the copious ſong 


With artleſs melody; the balmy air 
e Rs Ry; and love. | 


Here danse His feng oe he wit 
Scatt'ring her beauties with a lib'ral hand: 
Here the wild roſe, or white or crimſon main -d, 
Its ſweetneſs breathes; and there columbines riſe, 


With deep cerulean ting d, or ſnowy fair: 


Gay pinks and daiſies here; the humble ſtalk = 


On which erewhile the yellow primroſe grew. 
Of herbs and flowers what multitudes beſide, . 
By bounteous Nature's unconſtrained hand 
Planted, and cheriſh'd by her tender care, 


In ſweer confulion blend their various. charms Þ 1 


e bees th: e beter 
In rude magnificence, and native glory, 
Exulting, awfully retir d ſhe dwells, 
A 5 


— 


Why nam' d I me | ? Nature” s 1 Lord 


t 59 1 
I meant to ſing, perfeQion's glorious ſource}. 
Who, ſelf-exiſtent, from eternity, 43 
With matchleſs wiſdom laid th' illuſtrious * N 
Of future worlds; whoſe all creating Word 1 
Call'd them to being; whoſe almighty nod 
Directs their fate; whoſe goodnels infinite 


ends to all; in which they all are bleſs 0. 
The ſerious moral ſtrain NaRcISssA loves 
Then look on Nature with a moral eye 
See God's own hand this ſweet receſs adornn 


With all the beanties that around us ſmile ! 
He with his colours paints the bluſhing roſe; 
His heavenly breath perfumes the zephyr's wing, 
And gives their fragrance to th' ambroſial flowers. 
See in yon rock magnificent his throne!e 
The ſong melodions from each bloomy ſpray, 
Is but the voice of God: the waving groves, 
And all things round, the preſent God proclaim, | 

For though exalted high o'er ey'ry power, | 
In glory inacceſſible he fits, 
And with his thunder awes the proſtrate world ; 
Though with his ſpan he graſps immenſity, 
Himſelf by none beheld or comprehended ; = 
In all his works his bright perfections ſhine ; * 
The thoughtful mind the fair impreſſion ſees, Fe 
And rais'd to heay'n, loves, wonders, and adores. | 


Now from his flaming chrone che lord of day 
Pours an inceſſant blaze of glory down: n e 
Now let us ſeek ſome peaceful cool retreat, 


Where 
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| Whew the thickibengha exclade the fervid ray; 
And ſee! yon ſilvan bow'r, by Nature's hand 
Form'd on the boſom. of the lofty rock, _ 
Invites our ſteps. Stretching from either ſide, 
The mingling branches, cloſc-embracing, raiſe 
High over head a verdant canopy. 
On either hand the wanton ivy forms 
A ſhining wall, with many a flower d 
The fragrant woodbine here its ſweets unfolds; 
Round trees and ſhrubs it twines with ſtrict embrace, 
n mee. 


Down the Rieep rock e fl, 
And, gently murm' ring, pours the ſilyer tide 

In many a little cataract; below 5 
The glaſſy pool in its fair boſom ſhows 

The various beauties of the happy ſcene. 


Here might che virgin goddeſs of the woods 
Delight to dwell ; bat while NaRcissA deigns 
To viſit oft with me this calm retreat, 

Not all the glories which on Cynthus* brow, 
Or on Eurota's banks Diana loves, Ss 
Shall this excel; nor ſhall the lovely maid 
Be leſs a goddeſs, leſs ador'd than ſhe. 


To walk is pleaſure 3 inſtruction too; 3 
Oft-times, Naxcissa, while gay Summer ſpreads 
Her various charms abroad, let us enjoy 8 
Such happineſs ; tis the beſt ſource of health 3 
And brightens all the powers of the ſoul; 


8 


Refines 


| L 61 J 
Refines the paſſions; ſoftens and improves 
The tender 2 of the noble mind. 
O let me fondly Airive 2 inlets 5 


Thy ſpotleſs goodneſs, purity, and truth, 
And all the virtues which thou loy'ſt fo well! 


With thee no firrdy ſhall invade my breaſt; 
Nor vice nor folly ſhall inhabit there, 
But ſacred innocence and pure delight. 


The grateful fragrance of the breathing morn, . 
The ſhade while glows the fierce meridian blaze, 
The milder beauties of the humid eve, 

With thee are full of dom, full of j 307. 


8 by UC Ha 4] 
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thee, my fair, the muſes ſing; F 
To thee the grateful tribute bring; 1 
Kindly accept my ſolemm lays, 
That yield inſtruction more than praiſe. 
Fair Summer, and her ſmiling train, 
Even now forſakes the naked plain; 
The blooming glories of the year, 

No more, my Chloe, now appear 
No more the lily charms the eye; 
No roſes bluſh with ſcarlet dye; 
They with their ſeaſons paſs away, 

Sad emblems of our own decay: 
For blooming Youth muſt ſhortly yield, 

To waſting Age, the varying field; 
Each lovely charm, each ſprightly joy, 
Voracious Time will ſoon deſtroy. 

Ah, mournful thought! where ſhall he find 
Some ſweet ſupporter of the mind! 


Py Where ſhall he ov reign balm be found, 


With power to heal the bleeding wound? 
5 Virtue 


n 
Virtue the ſacred cure ſupplies 
She ever lives though Beauty dies; 
The lovely ſoul which Virtue warms © 
Can pleaſe with everlaſting charms. / 


Ev'n thou, ah me! delightful maid, 
And all thy beauty's charms muſt fade ; 


But not my love, while {till I find Ys 


A brighter glory in thy mind. 


"Tis that which makes thee heay'nly fairs 3: 


That glory Time can ne'cr impair: | 
While that continues I ſhall be | 
Uleſs d in my love, and true to thee. * 


Then let us taſte, my charming Chloe, 
Each pure delight, each virtuous joy ; 
And ſeize the moments kindly given, 


To bleſs our love, by bounteous Heav'n, n. 2 : 


Let Innocence crown every day, 
And drive each gloomy thought away: 


1 Virtue, dear fav rite of the ſky, 


Nor ſcorns to live, nor fears to die. 


L. . 


On ſeeing a young Lavy. at a ale 
and unacquainted. _ 


By the ſame. 


EE how Saphira mid the croud appears! 
Around her all the loves and graces play ; 8 
Thus, o'er the lowly weeds the lily rears 
_  _Tts virgin head, with ſnowy beauty gay: 
Too much, bright maid ! the diſtant proſpect warms ; 3 
8 Then what's the e * of thy charms? 2 


So from the roſy portals of the morn, | 
Cloth'd in ſweet majeſty, do we behold 
The riſing ſun the happy earth adorn, _ 
While heaven's pure azure flames with living geld; 
And from the ſplendor of his morning: rays, 75 
We gueſs the force of his meridian blaze. 
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Tune, The man that's contented. 94844 
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Whimſical lover's 2 prey to each care; 

A. He's loſt to himſelf, while he lives to the fair 
He dreams all the day, and he wakes all the night; 
His * is Iaſting, and ſhort his delight. 


The parkling charms of the full-flowing bowl 
Inſpire us with friendſhip, and brighten: the cole ; V 


Then pox on all onal come, fill up the glaſs, - IF 
And round the blythe circle, my boys, let it paſs. 


Let my pretty Molly go round for the mt COR 
Im pleas'd if ſhe's mine, and the ſame if ſhe's loſt = 
As long as ſhe loves me, I know ſhe'll be true; 
And if ſhe ſhould alter — why! ſo will I too. 


Should ſhe be inconſtant, why ſhould I be fad? , _ 
*Tis time to grow wiſer, and not to go mad 

If generous and good, -ſhe will value true love; 
And the loſs of a jilt is a bleſſing, by Jove. $a. 
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The loſs of a miſtreſs ſhall never deſtroy 
The blisful-tranquillity which L enjoys 
Whatever may happen, I'Il wiſely prepare 
Indifference,. that ſovereign cure of all care. 


— 
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TER n airs inſpire each tune ful tongue, 


5 N Wilt thon, Narcissa, graciouſly attend';- 


And while I ſtrive to pleaſe thee with my ſong, 
With kind indulgence liſten to thy friend? 


It thou art pleas d, tis all that I deſire; 
Well ſhall thy joy repay the muſe's toil; 
Applauds the world, or not, I'll ne'er inquire, 
Enough to me thy ſweet approving ſmile. 


With beauty cloth'd, again the jocund Spring 
O'er the bleſs'd fields his ſweeteſt influence ſſieds; 

Now fragrant odours tinge the zephyr's wing, 

And flowers unnumber d purple o'er the meads.. 


(G1 
In pride of youth exults the jovial year; | 244 26H] 
Again the groves put on their robes OT my 
And Nature in her faireſt form is ſeen. 


Along the bank of che ſiveet-winding ſtream, 
With many an herb adorn'd, and fragrant nr 
Beneath declining ] Phebus* ſoften'd beam 
Oft wandering, T enjoy the ſober hour. n 


The peaceful ſcenes diſpoſe the tranquil breaſt | | 

To ſerious muſing, and to thought refin d; ; 1 
And Contemplation eomes, a heavenly gueſt! 5 8 
a pen out d her Maze ON ma 


1 


Nor when the gentle ſov reign of the night, 
With her mid beam relumes th' ætliereal blue, 
Will J decline to hail her ſober light, | 
As with ſoft ſteps I print th* ambroſial dew; 


Let Mem'ry then recal ſome tuneful page, 
And warm the foul with extaſy divine; 

Or let the moral thought my heart engage, 
And ſacred Wiſdom's pureſt joys be mine. 


Devote to Wiſdom is the hour of eve; fs 
She joys to ſee tlie world ſink down to reſt; 

The faithleſs paſſions then no more deceive ; © _ 
The cares of day no more diſtract the breaſts. 


JS 


| L 68 J 0 
But ah ! while all around is joy and peace, 1 
Why heaves my boſom with that tender ſigh ? 5 
Why faints my longing heart ? and why not ceaſe 
The tears to ſtart ſpontaneous from my eye? 


What wants there to adorn the happy year? 

And what to charm the anxious ſoul to reſt ?!— 

Alas! my dear NaRcIssA is not here: 
Tell me, ye lovers, can I then be bleſt ? 


For thee, ſweet maid 1 I ſigh and wiſh in vain ;. . 
To the dear name attune the plaintive la: 
In vain does Beauty purple oer the plain; 3 
In vain the flowers are ſweet, the groves are gay. 


No more the glowing ſcene my boſom warms; 
No more the vernal ſong delights my ear; 

Thy abſence throws a vail o'er Nature's charms, 1 
And leſſens every glory of the year. 


Short and uncertain is our ev ry joy 3 
Oft tranſient pleaſure ends in laſting wo; 
Hence from the friend's, and from the lover's eye, 
The luſtre fades, the tears inceſſant flow. 


Is there a bleſſing that I yet can taſte? 
Let happineſs for ever wait on thee: 

Be ever gracious, and be ever bleſt; | 
Be ever kind; and Oh! remember me. 


1 


The * A R K 8. 
An E L E G V. 
Occaſioned by ſeeing two that were ſhot. 
„ e 


Ure triple braſs involv'd his cruel heart, 

Fard, and unfeeling of another's wo, 
Who mark'd you victims to his impious art, 
And ſaw your guiltleſs blood unpity'd flow. 


Ober him, while yet he in his cradle lay, 
With fond delight no happy parent hung; 

- Ne'er did his ſmiles a mother's pain repay, . 
Or N word drop from his liſping tongue. oY 


His gloomy ſoul. no fair idea e 3 
To him was precious wiſdom never ages 5 

His heart the loye of virtue never warm d. | 
For ſuff ring worth he never ſhed a tear. N 


Nor felt the tranſports of refining loye,” 
Whoſe ſacred power exalts the noble mind: 
Nor friendſhip' 8 heay'nly j Joys e'er did he prove; ; bs 
His ſordid views to his low ſelf confin u. 


8 | | Unheard, \ 


* 
So 24 


1 1 
Unheard, at his inhoſpitable door, 


Long might the wand' ring ſtranger ſhiv ring 11 ; 
Periſh, for him, the needy and the poor; 
For bounty never grac'd his impious hand. 


In vain his country might his aid require ; 

At ey'ry vein unaided might ſhe bleed: 

In vain, with filver bairs, his aged fire, 
On bended knees might for compaſſion plead. 


For ſoft humanity he never knew, | 
Nor ſocial love could in his bofom dwell, 
From whoſe dire hand the fatal vengeance flew, 
* e pair unpity d fell. 


No more, enliven'd by the 8 cake. 

In gay excurſions oer the verdant plan, 

Pleas'd ſhall you rove, or to the morning ſing, 
And with _ muſic chear the village-Fivain. | 


No more amid the hatin green retreat, 
Sacred to love, your lowly neſt prepare, 

And, while affection makes each labour ſweet, 
Tend your dear offspring with unweary'd .- 


Yet ſhall you live while lives my ; bumble fong 5 6 
If not in yain your ſorrows 1 relate, e 
Perhaps ſome gentle breaſt may feel your TER 
And with a tender N lament Your Tate.” Sp 1 fe 
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ET him whoſe ſoul the love of glory charms, 


Purchaſe in fields of death immortal fame z 


Be his, when worn with toil, and old in arms, 
"Mi victor's laurel, and the honour d name. 


Me, unambitious of the noble ftrife, 

Let gentle Eaſe infold with ſoft embrace ; 
Let me in calm retirement lead my life, 

Amid the Joys of i Innocence and * 


Let him ak. gold in ** with br deſire, 
The precious miſchief ſeck oer land and ſea: 

Should he the utmoſt of his wiſh acquire, 
Is he more happy, more content than me ? 


Does Sleep with ſweeter ſlumber ſeal his eyes, 
Or Fancy bleſs him with more pleaſant dreams ? , 

Or does the Morn with ruddier glory rife, + 

And round his head On her fairer beams ? Xi 


E11 
or does the radiant ſowreign of the day 
With a diviner joy inſpire his breaſt ; 
With ſweeter influence driye his cares away, 
And pleas d behold him more completely bleſt ? 


Lay me inglorious in the lowly ſhade; . 5 1 
The dear delights of gentle love be mine; 
With ſoft devotion duly ſhall be paid 
My ardent vows at Cytherea's ſhrine. 


And ſhould the gracious queen my ſuit approve, | 
And give my dear Nareiſſa to my arms; 

Glory and Wealth, well are you loſt for Love; 

And well repaid by Beauty's heay'nly-charms. © - 


LEW ET 
On the death x of General WOLFE. 


By the bY Jas: 
of * Z 


of Ah Main 5 awful f Ol enn 
Her temples with triumphal garlands crown 11 


From her bright eyes why flow the copious tears? 
Why, fad and thoughtful, looks ſhe on the ground? 


Tis 


4 ELL 
is Britain's ROI er her fallen fon, 
Difolv'd in grief, the lovely mourner bod}. Ep 
Forgets the glory by the hero won, . is £ 
And with vain ſighs his FROG if . | 
Low in the duſt the race warrior lies; fi 

Cold is that breaſt which glow'd with martial flame 5 
Eternal ſlumber ſeals his weary'd eyes; 1 
No more they ſparkle with the 10 of fame. 


Ah! what avalls * number d with the dead, 
That fair ambition Which thy ſoul did move ? 

Now life, with all its tranſient joys, is fled ; 
The charms of glory, and the fweets of love. 


From Death's cold hand could valour fave; the brave, 
O Wor Fe ! thy country ſhould not mourn thy fate; 

Could patriot virtue reſcue from the grave, 
The Maſe ſhould not with tears thy doom relate. 


Yet "mid the i tears > that wet thy facred tomb, 
Let her, well - pleas'd, in ſtrains of triumph tell, 
Though ſnatch'd from life while in its faireſt bloom 
None ever liv'd too-ſhort, who dy d fo well. 


—— weeping, bend ain: > ney 15 
Thy early fate the good and brave ſhall e, 
And, ever grateful to thy honour d name, 

Pour out their pious forrows o'er thy urn 


15 


3 


1 


When, 


: EN 1. 
| When, ages hence, this ſong is known no more, _ 
Who haply walk among the migbty dead, : 
Shall ſay, while they thy noble fate deplore, | . 
- And with ſoft ſteps the hallow d mould they tread: | 
c“ Britannia's great avenger here is laid? 
“ Obſcquious to his injur d country's call, 5 
& For her he fought, he conquer'd, and be bled; 
© Great in his life, and glorious in his fall.” 


eee eee 
. the fame: 15 


AY Venus, nx queen of ſoft defire!. . 

Oft have I bended at thy ſacred ſhrine bs. 

Oft did my earneſt vows of thee require 5 
("Twas all 1 WY, to o Call my Delia mine. | 


But now the dear Alu ch arms no more, 
I kiiow thee deaf to my neglected pray'r z 
Now ew'ry joy and ev'ry hope is o'er, 
And all behind is ſorrow and deſpair, | 


t 73 1 


why ſhoald I longer K with uſeleſs care, 
The fragrant myrtle, and {weet-bluſhing roſe ? 

And why the garland forathy ſhrine prepare, 

| Regardleſs as thou art of all Dy, woes ? 


Why ſhould I worltip her who has my vow, 
And love the maid that does my love diſdain? | 
The giver of each tender pleaſure Un," + 
Tt 1 mow giſt to me is bt gens" 15 225 5 


The venal lover wins, wich . art, 
His venal fair, or bears the loſs unmoy'd ; 


While keeneſt anguiſh wounds the far 1211 


Or il * or in vun 181 727 


Yet good and es is my Delia's breaſt , 

| s Truth ſincere, as melting Pity kind; 
Not ſhe, but Fate, forbids me to 'be' bleſtz— © 

To Fate tue Wiſdom erer is INNER | 


Farewell, ye ; weakens 3 ye fond FR Th 
Farewell, thou deareſt cauſe of all my pain; 
Farewell, the tender ſong which love inſpires : 

For life's a cheat, and love itſelf is vain. 


- 
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Hen late I panted for the warlike field, 
A name in arms my firſt and greai dene, 


How little did I think fo. ſoon to yield 
My mar, with glory mit, to Love" s ſoft fire d 


But what avails Fa firaly-fia'd delign, | *” 
The moſt tenacious, rule the breaſt can hold, 
Since mighty Love can give the foul to- pine, 
And melt in * down the warrior bold 7 


I'll change the ſhrill-voic'd 3 of 3 

No moxe the trumpet's ſound ſhall ſtir each vein: 
But in its ſtead the ſnepherd's pipe Fl} breathe, 

I with wy; muſic chear the * 8 


My Nardy arms, {Was as'd . e e * 
Henceforth ſhall only learn the crook to bear; 
Pl mingle ſportive in the rural dance, . _ 
And for a partner ſingle out my far. 


Where doſt thou wandex, fond romantic {ain ? 
Say, has the nymph benignant heard thy pray's * 

May- ſhe not leave thee with a fix'd diſdain, 
To waſte the ſofteſt notes of love in air? 


Ab, 


1 
Ah, when my breaſt diſtends with. deep: fetch d ſighs, . 
With ſweet emotion will her boſom ſwell! j 'E 
Or when the tears ſtream. conſtant from my eyes, 
Will kind compaſſion 1 in the fair.one's dwell! 3 


It muſt, it muſt ; her ſoul, to goodneſs prone, 
Will melt, with pity, at the tender. tale s 

Hence, then, ye doubting anxious. cares, begone E ” 
Love's genuine ſoothing voice muſt ſure prevail. | 
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Ws. other race play bars in the an. 
| Or wanton float upon the waving ſtream x; © 
Beneath ſome awful tree, ſupinely laid, 
I langnilh, mourn, and of Loy dream. 


"The ſavage maid returns no liſt ning car, 
No fond endearments ſboth my ſoul to reſt: 
My lengthen'd pains ſwell on from year to W 
Nor does the proſpect ee 2 . 3 =o: oil 
She little knows the heart ſie "—__ deſpiſe: 5 
For its poor "maſter" s quiet too ſincere 3: © 
How would it beat if S6frow dimm'd her eyes, 
"On baleful Grief ſhould cauſe her. ſhed. a tear ? 


G. 3 ; Wham 


4-87. 
When dit Venus from the deep aroſe, 
By fanning breezes o'er old Ocean roll'd, - 
More rapid run the ſtream of human woes 
For then the fair firſt glow'd with love of gold. 


If I revolve her avaricious md, 5 
The voice of reaſon bids me ceaſe to love x | 

But let imagination paint her „ 
Adieu the voice of reafon, - can it more? os 


Oſt times, as, Wholly loſt in thought, I : 
Till deep involy'd amid yon grove of pine, „ 
Deluſive Fancy there will find a way, 
To fire my breaſt with hopes ſhe may mine. 


Still wayward Fortune may propitious ſmile, 
And bleſs me with a long extent of land; 
The riſing ſun may bluſh.upon my foil, $39 
And ferdliae a waſte of barren fand. 3 nn Mo, 


'The heating cl tha drop their fofict rain, 
Fed by the genial ſap my graſs ſhall g grow 
Nutrition quick ſhall ſwell my waving . 1 


Before their time my Og. t ſhall blow. . . 


1 Then, 8 my 3 maid will lud me 3 3 * * 

14 My long- born pains, from that bleſs'd hour, ſhall ceaſe 3 ; 
wy While wild along the gale of joy ſhall move. 
The nights be tranſport a Ld * 
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Where was I loſt ? intranc'd in perfect b, A 

The real rapture has not ſtronger charms ; 5 1 5 : 
Almoſt : . Kappy I with dem * rege ME N 

3 2 

The viſions theſe that wave before the ", 4 * 220k 

Soon as the jocund fun leads forth ce mores Rs 
Gay, vivid, tranſient, like the dew that es ñ3 

With tinctur d luſtre trembling on the ham. 


But now, alas! the fair deluſion's Or, 4542 
Reaſon awakes, the gandy viſion's Nan 3 1 
Nought ſtrikes my eye fave the rude e 1g Al 

. And the hoarſe wave ſtill e 6 die bak 


e ee . GLOGT £498 

Heriſh'd. by Fortune now. my work's complete, 
My bleating flocks ſpread wide along the i 

Their fleece flows graceful from Dione's fert, 

To wear the ſnowy robe r charmer dees. an 


Tach ing has flowrilt'd;, an ha i mountain, 1 
Now waving trees ſhoot out in branches wild, 

Their bloſſom'd ſweets perfume the fluid air 4 
© With keener odours ſince Dione ſmil'd. 


kt 
How ſoftly do the mazy ſtreamlets fo w. 


With pleaſing murmurs, ſoothing evn to fleep, 
Did not the birds with notes, now quick, now ſlow, 


And ſweetly-vary d, {till from Hub! ring keep! 


Ah! who could ſleep, when the melodious thru, 
Or lark high- ſoaring, ſwell the long · drawn 0e 

| While in the vacant air, or on the buſn, 

All Nature's muſie trembles — * * 


Gods! what a change ! does not each proſpect _ ey 
Tybat lately ſeem d all-gloomy, and all dark? 

BB not that tender heart now quite at caſe, Rr $6 ond 
That once was thought Affliction's deſtin d a 


Fell me, ye fylvan powers, what is + this Love, 
That wirh a ſmile can thus our joys inhan ce, 
That, with a look, can ev'ry ſcene improve, 

Make the heart beat, and the light ſpirits dance? 


Say, is it not a ſympathy divine, 
That thus unites us to the graceful fair, 
When. ſouls refin d and gentleſt minds . 
n _— forms, re of ar 2 "A 
E313 02H 1d 
Whate's er b I feet its fulleſt 
Dione's beauties thrill through ele nerve x 25 
The flame P'll cheriſh to my lateſt hour, . 
Still be her aver n nor c cer from oye will ere. 
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Wrote in 1 dow a ee a 
ſent a Lady a preſent of LANDSCAPES, 
—— with VXISZs. 


Wy — 
1 


eee 
And each have . 


Nature's the _ from n they' ve Fee W 


Don't — 8 . lines as — — 4 
The painter's pencil, as the poet's lay! 
In the deſcriptive ſong, the waving trees, 


Low bend their leaf-clad boughs before the breeze: 


The ſetting ſun before th approach of night, 

Gleams o'er the vale a yellow«ſtreaming light; 

The rocks and woods ſeen by the glimm'ring ray, 

Light float before the eyes, and melt away: 

In ev'ry line the rich deſcriptions glow, 

The rude rock trembles, and the wild winds blow R 

Each ſtriking ſcene aſſumes a livelier hue, 

The riſing flow'rs bloom fairer to the view z._ . 

With gaudier tints the vary d tulips ſpring,  _ 

The dew-drops gliſter on the morning's wing: = 
| if Niagara's cat'radts rend the Kies. © 

Swift in the verſe the foaming torrent flies 
Till in the depth below it glides along, 

And ſweetly murmurs in the poet's ſong + 
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| Fin 7 
If he deſcribes ſome Caledonian ſcene, 
The tall pines flouriſh in eternal green 
Stil wild and ſavage riſe her rugged hills 
Black and diſcolour'd ruſh her ſnow-fed us: | 
But if a Scotian beauty claim his care, 
His verſe is poliſh'd like the blooming fair ; 
The ſweet attractive ſmile, the mien of caſe, 
The ſpeaking eye, that never fails to pleaſe; 
The blood that ruſhes to the blaſhing check, 4 
And for a moment ſtains the ſnowy neck!!! 
All in the poet's words as finely ſnoẽw, 
As in the living picture's mimic glow. 


were WE HIT UTE 
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HE fun was ſinking to the weſtern hills, 
And faintly gleam'd upon the falling rills ; 
The groves were gilded with his ling'ring rays, 
_ Whilſt lov- hung clouds flam'd brei wich borrow'd 
_ 
Led by the beauty of the cloſing day, 
The loſt Lavinia was ſeen to ſtray. 2 55 


£3 
Where yon pure ſtream keeps daſhing oer the rock, _ 
And by its fall in dewy iniſt is broke, _ 5 

She ſtopp'd: the fond remembrance of the place es 

With penſive gloom o'cr{pread her languid face; 1 1 

While the light breeze juſt ſtirr'd the trembling leaf, 
The woodland echo'd with her piercing grief. © 

Here let me reſt; and' view this tranquil ſcene; 0 
Ev'n here, ah me! how happy have I been; 3 

Fair riſe the flow rs that deck yon riv'let's dle, kt 
And fair I roſe, now fallen in my pride; 0 
For in this place I loſt fair Virtue's name, e 

I broke all bounds, and facrific'd my fame: 

Twas night, I thought no human form was near, 

No diſtant ſound ſtruck on my tim rous ear, 5 

By breathing winds the woods remain 'd unſhook, | 

No gentle murmurs iſſa'd from the brock; F 
Enthuſiaſtic Fancy, fairy powr, 

Inſpir'd me wholly in that lonely hour 1 

O'er all my breaſt there rag d a piercing lame, 

A fatal love for Damon tore my Trane 3 | ST 

| My boſom beat, my ſoul was all on fire, : 

Love ſtung each nerve, I glow'd with Keen deſire, * 

Imagination painted out the youth,” ò 

Moulded by beauty, and adorn'd by TI ety 
He came, and breath'd with ſuch deluding art, g 
The raptures of his ſweetly-tortur'd heart, | 5 
That I by ſuch unuſual paſſions toſt, 95 
in that r ni Fave aac e my OE 
Twas happineſs a while, ſwift roll'd the ume; + 
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Bat now, alas! he's fled, while, all alone, 
I'm left in ſolitary wilds to moart. 5 
Charm'd with the glory of a martial name, 3 
And nobly burning with a thirſt for fame, 
He left thoſe arms, in diſtant climes he roves, 
Loſt to Lavinia, quite forgot her loves; 


Regardleſs of the hapleſs pledge I bear, 1 
The wretched cauſe of the ſtill trickling tear. 
Yet, yet I love him; if I ſhut my 1 
I pray chat his dear 1 image may ariſes _ 
One fancy'd i interview. can cure my rage, 
Renew my tenderneſs, my grief aſſuage. 
Ye wand'ring ſtreams, that murmur as ye flow! 8 
To unknown regions bear the voice of wo; "ot 8 
Oh! bear it to the youth for whom I burn, 
That may contribute to the youth's return. . 
And yet who knows but on ſome rocky coaſt, 
Impell'd by driving winds, my ſwain is loſt ; ti. 
Naked he lies, caſt on the lonely ſtrand, 
No ſoul to ſtretch. his corſe with pious hand? I . 
Or grant the ſtorm o'erblows, how. paſs his 8 1 
Through ſavage wilds or gloomy woods he n 
Gods! if I loſe him, whither can I ffy? 
Where hide my ſhame conceal'd from mortal eye? 
To ſome deep cave, impervious to the fun, _ 
From keenly bitter Scorn quick let me run. 
Oh, who can bear the taunting voice of Pride, 
When Virtue frowns ſevere, and- fools deride * 
Tet why deſpond ? perhaps all-gracious God 
EY In Rn Feud, and rides him on bi rod | 
Ketums 


o 25 
auen my ſwain aſham'd of his doctit, os 
By honour and by. valour render'd gent. 5 
But ſee the moon aſcends, beneath her W 
The trembling waters ſhine with, lucid gleam : — 
Propitious planet ! dart your keeneſt _ 
00 WHEY: W n . In 
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Taken from a den proſe ela. c 
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GD! I 47 ſad indeed, my te tears l Es NA 
Years linger on, nor ſmall my —— * 
Kirmor, yon loſt no ſon, 'brave Conan lives 3 2 M 
Daughter of Beauty, Annir {till ſarvives's 0 
Kirmor, your name blooms fair, on ſolid baſe; © 
Arntyne's the laſt of his unhappy race. 
Autumnal winds! blow with your fierceſt breathy © 
And whiſtle loud along yon ſable heathz © 0 
Streams of the mountains !- roat along the rocks * 
| Speak, tempeſts ! in the proud top of the oaks s 
Swift through the broken clouds, oh moon! walk —_ 
And gleam at intervals along the vale; 


f 


Bring to my mind the ſad and horrid al an ec | 


{My fon, how unayailing was thy might ?) 


1 66 73 
When fell bold Arindil, when Daura dy'd, 
When all my children fell, my greateſt le. 
As harveſt-moons thou wert, oh Daura! fair, 
White as the ſhow before it leaves the air, 
Sweet as the tender breath of broom in May, 
When through our glens the calm winds ſcarcely — 
Armor, in fields renown'd, with blood all ſtain'd, 
Demanded her; nor was his ſuit diſdain'd : 

Ofer their firm loves three happy ſhort ohh paſt, 
Fair bop'd their friends, ſtrong wiſh'd it ſo might laſt. 
Erach, the {on of Odgal, inly pin dd, 

. His brother flain by Armor fill'd his mind ; + 

Like the ſea's ſon he came; on the bold wave 

Fair was his ſkiff, fair was the ſhew it gave; 
White were his locks of age, rude was their "_ 
And calmly thoughtful was his ferions brow. 8 
xc. Faireſt of women, Daura! in the ſea, 

« A rock not diſtant bears a waving; tree; 

$6: Its branches are extended wide in air, 

„ And from afar the wild fruit bluſhes fair: "BE 

4 There Armor waits; come, Daura, Gviftly move; > 
'& For me he ſent to fetch his beauteous love. 
She went; for Armor call'd: Armor! ſhe cry'd ; 
Save the rock's ſon no other voice reply d! 
Armor! my love, terment me not with fear; 

Tis Daura calls; hear, ſon: of Ardnart, 5 

Fleet o'er the rolling tide the traitor fled, 


* 


Wirh ſmiles deriding the deluded maid. 


She mournful cry d; it mournful reach'd the car. 


My father! brother! Armor! help! ch hear! 


25 4 


C1 b 
My fin deſcended from the hill's ſteep face, 3 va 


All rough and manly in the ſpoils o' th Gare 5. 3 


His truſty bow was graſp'd within his RP NY 5 
Five dogs purſu d his ſteps along the ſtrand OTE ks Uo . 
He faw fierce Erach, and he ſeiz d him bold, ti 0 : 
A hide's thick thongs around his limbs are rall'd, _ ee, 
Bound to an aged oak he loudly: moanss, 0 en | 


He loads the winds with unayailing, groans, . * b ot # 
Swift in his boat my ſon divides the dee, 
Twas Daura call'd, Daura Was heard to weep 5 6 
The furious Armor from the beach diſiniſs d, „ 
The feather'd ſhaft, along the air it hiſs'd, . 
And ſinking deep, no more his heart Was fir'd 8 5 
He fell, and as he reach d the rock, expir d. 1 
My ſon! my Arindil ! you timeleſs fell, | 
And in the traitor's place. I live to tell 
Armor plung'd in, refoly'd to ſave the "bag 1 
He laſh'd the flood, his brawny limbs al bare; 
Mounting the ſargy wave, he left the ſhore, 

A blaſt o'erwhelm'd him, and he roſe no more? 
Alone, and on the ſea-beat rock, my child 
Was heard complaining, all her accents wild, 
Oh, loud and frequent were her pitious cries! 
Nor could her father's feeble aid ſuffice:  _ 
All night her mournful wailings reach'd my ear, 
All night I harrew'd was with dread and fear ; 
Loud was the wind, and on the mountain's fide, 
Hard beat the rain, hard beat the foaming tide; 
1 heard at laſt her trembling voice decay, 5 
As winds ich- mountain-graſs, it dy d away! 
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of ercome with grief, my Daura breath'd her laſt; 
Thee Armyne left with clouds of wo o'ercaſt. 
When come the mountain-ſtorms, when rempeſts fly, 
When the fierce north-wind lifts the wave on bigh,. 
1 ſadly fit upon the ſounding ſhore, | 
I view the rock, and hear the ſea's wild roar; 
The direful proſpect feeds my troubled ſoul, 
Still guſh my tears, ſtill fierce my Sal roll. 
Oft by the ſetting moon T ſee the dead; hy 
Pale riſe their ghoſts, T think I hear their toad; 
Half vicwlefs they together ſeem to walk, 
They feem in maurnfut conference to talk; 
Will none of you this ſtubborn ſilence break ? 
In pity to k he SORE ogy By 


_ Sad! Lam fad indeed, ee e 


Years linger n, d en 
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A Starling long had rang d tlie 700 

And long had hm d che waving floods; ;; 

A maſter in diſfſimulation; © ns OT eee 
For lying was his inclinations ?:: 
No fawning miniſter of Nate, To. 
| Could ever match him i in deceit. | 
He happen'd" once his way to wing; 
When bounteous Nature ſends the Spring 
To ſwell, with vary: d. ſun and ſhow” rs, 
The early blooms and tender flow 1s; 
Nigh where a grove of trees aroſe, 8 5 
He lighted by a troop, of crows, „ 
And thus with ſpecious lying words, 

He ſtrait addreſs'd. the fable birds: | 
For ſhame, my. friends, what ſeek ye here, 
When glorious carrion.is ſo near ? 
This very morn the murd'rous knife, 
Depriv'd an aged. horſe of bfe:. 

I ſaw the butchers plunge i it in, : 
While tanners ſtripp'd him of his {kin :: 
You'll find him near that riſing hill, 


| SD away, and _— fill. 
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He ended: Off at once they fly,. 
Their pinions cleave the yielding ſky. „ 
Old wily Reynard next he meets, Ts 
Whom thus with ſhew of love he ee Ma 
Your humble ſervant, maſter Fx, | 
Pye often heard your fond of cocks;; . 
You grin,. I fee, and ſtrive to bluſh, 
Obſerye yon barn ;, but, hark ye, buſh !: 
All in the ſinſhine of the day 
Two gameſome young ones ſport and Na * 
Sly Reynard made a bow. and leer, | fd, 
Then ſcamper'd to his fancy'd cheer TY 20 
The ſelf-approving bird aroſe,  _ 
With ſuch ſucceſs his. boſom glows. 3 
When lo a hawk of monſtrous ſize, 3 
Comes ſweeping down the azure ſkies, 3 
1 The trenibüing Srarling bleeds, and dies. 1 


Thus fares it ith, the modiſh youth. 
Who tells you. ev'ry thing, but truth; 
And ſtrict Veracity defyinſng, ö 
Hlumbuggs, a modern word for Hing; >. 
- Credulity pricks up his ears, 
And with a fix'd attention hears; 
Ten thouſand Frenchmen newly fling, | 
Lie breathleſs ſmoaking on the plain; . 
Oar fleets too met upon the ſeas, 
And ours has beat the French with caſe ; 
Away they ran to fave their bacon, 
5 | Yet half a dozen ſhips are taken. 


E 9. 3 
The wretch too baniſhes each tie 
Of nature and humanity, 
Delights to ſee the ack) 1 
When for her lover's death ſhe fears; 
He thinks there's muſic in the groans: 
Of mothers weeping for their fons* © — 
But ſoon as once he is detected, 
Each thing he utters is laſpedted i 
Each thinking mortal will deſpiſe 
The man. who- glories. in his lies, 
Forbear the baſe unmanly guile, 
Ah! wound not others for a ſmile _ -,., .. 
Think on the ſorrows. that you riſe, wry BE 2 1 
Embitter not the, virgin's days. 
Say, can you hear unmoy d, her fd; ark 
Or joy to ſee her tear«ſtain!d. eye >. 0 41 1 
Belicve me, ſuch a wicked part 
Denotes a mean and taiuted hans. | 
However, if you needs muſt len. 
Avoid the next fin, perjury ;- 
There *tis adviſcable to ſtop; _.. 


cure's a pillory ar rope. 
« * | | 
>, * « 
ESE... 
5 
; *x # 4 
. 
* 
* 
% 
! 
4 


a - 
11 5 
1 
2 0 x: 
3 x * 
48, . * 7 
* 4 
© [ES 


« 2 


5 : * 5 5 . 
; * « e 5 * y 2th) "* * £ Xt 1 5 f * 4. eee 5 
8 % a „ = 2 F &. if * * = — S 7 ** 8 * 
— 
® * * — ” 
6 * *%s * — 4 o - 7 * ; #7 : 
- - g * * * ol 8 
« a * * * 
* . G * 25 
0 Xt : + : *, . L * 8 3 \ ; e 1 1 1 * # 7. 
* # 1 1 * £ * 4 4 * - F 4 8 
© > N 


In the manner of SEN STORE. 
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By the ſame. 
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e 
OW. could you 1 me, my TY 
How tell me you openneſs loy'd * Þ 
How perſuade me my fad penſive air 
Was by you not diſdain d, but e l 
And yet the deluſion had power 05 
For to charm my whole ſenſe away 5: IEG 
E gaz'd on you hour after hour, 6 chte 
5 to "oy fram'd N rude rao. 
| | Tm | SET 
While my. ſoul was all nited-in/Jove,. 
While each nerve and each pulſe wildly beat, 
Tou a n as ſtrong ſeem'd to move; 
Who &'er could have dream'd twas deceit?: 
When I fault'ring attempted to ſpeak, 
My confuſion. was cur d with a ſmile, 
Fon ſtrove my fond ſilence to break; 
Let this was. all meant to » beg... 


% 
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How oft have we S ſtray' d, T 

While the moon feebly: lighted the Ok 
And under the cool ev'ning ſhade, 

Prolong d the ſoſt amorous tale? be 

Then the wind could not ſhake the light leaf, 

Nor the river roll loudly along, 

Nor the nightingale breathe out her grief, 
But you fearfully claſp'd ine more ſtrong. 


| - Tv | 

Thoſe 0 are {till freſh in my view, 6 
When I ſearch'd where the violet mp, 1 

And tore from the ſpot where it grew, foo to dokags 
The briar, or wild-ſpreading roſes” 

You was pleas'd with the trifles I ore.” 
And urg d to-repeat the fond talk; hs 

nme e 

ou, frequent OP . aſl. . 


v. ah | 
Now far other tranſports are mine, 
Far other employments I find; 
No more I your garland entwine, 55 
You oft have refus d it, unkind: | 
Each moment I pour forth my fears, | | 
Tales of wo to the woods I impart, 5 EEE 
Which, though oft interrupted by tears, 5 
Yet mournfully ſooth my fad heart, 


94 J 
= TE 
Now I fee that Unfaithfulneſs reignns 
That a fond conſtant nymph is a dream ; 
Deceit is found roving the plains, IE Ek 
And winding along ey'ry ſtream : . 
Of the change, ah, ye ſhepherds, beware, 
Nor truſt the allurements of art; 
Believe not the falſe ſmiling air, os 
Since the tongue's not allied to the heart 2 


VII. 
Farewell to the flocks I have fed! 5 
Farewell to the flow'rs I have rear'd! 
Farewell to the ſeet· breathing mead, =, 


18. & a 


Where ſo often wich you I ve e 
I fly, yet I love you, my fair; 
1 Perhaps 2 phe I'm gone: 
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OW bleſs d is the man who ſupplies 
Each day and each hour with new charms, 
Whoſe heart, ſoon as one paſſion dies, 
Another as fierce ſtill alarms? _, 
He never is troubled with carec, 
No vexation to him are his loves; 
For he flies, or remains with the fair, 


As his ſu] uit ſhe Aa or E 


* 


But L, a poor conſtant weak ſwain, 1 5 
Whoſe heart is immoveably W F eee HET 
Although I'm repaid: with diſdain, CATE 
And my days are with pleaſure unix, 
Still faithful am found to one 14 
Sell ſervilely hang at her feet, 
Still vainly prefer my fond pray'r, 
Though ſure a refuſal to meet. 


How pleaſing it is to explore, 
Each country and kingdom remote, 

Survey all the charms of each ſhore, © 

And the beauties of ey'ry ſweet ſpot! . Zh 


i 96 7 
How ignoble to breathe out one's days, 
On our own native bit of dull ground, 
Perſevere in the ſame ſtupid ways, | 
And walk in the fame tireſome round! 


"An ** K GL 
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1» Me BaarrIE. 
Irm ſhall es man n ſubſtantial oY 

| The forms that fleet through life's deceitful dream? 

On clouds, where Fancy's beam amuſive plays, 
Yhall heedleſs Hope his tow'ring fabric raiſe; 

Till at Death's touch the fairy viſions fly, = 
And real fcenes ruſh difmal on the 7 ,- 

And from elyſium' s ſoothing ſlumbers torn, 

The ſtartled foul ee to . mourn! 


— 


O ye whoſe Tad in vont m train 9 
To Joy's ſoft voice whoſe ſprightly ſpirits dance, : 
Who flow'ry ſcenes in endleſs view ys . 
ä Glüttt'ring in beams of viſionary daß! 
Oh! yet while Fate delays 8 1 
Be rous d to thought, anticipate the blow ;, 


Lefty 
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Leſt, like the light'ning's glance, the ſndden u 

Flaſh to confound, and penetrate to kill; 

Leſt, thus involv'd in deep funereal gloom, 

With me you bend o'er ſome untimely tomb, 

Pour your wild ravings in Night's frighted ear, 

And half 3 N e ne ſevere. 
Wiſe! bezttcons! got! ont every ow com- | 

D 

That charms the eye, that bp thi mind 355 

Fair — as the flower juſt opening to the view, 

Whoſe leaves the Morning bathes in pearly dew! 

Sweet =— as the downy-pinion d gale, that roves 

Fraught with the fragrance of Arabian groves! _ 

Mild — as the ſtrains, that, at the cloſe of day 

Warbling remote, along the vales decay 1! —- 

Yet, why with theſe compar'd ? What tints ſo fine, . 

What ſweetneſs, mildneſs, can be match d with thine 7 

Why roam abroad, fince till to Fancy's eyes Ss 

I ſee, I ſee the lovd idea rife? 1 80 | 

Still let me gaze, and every care beguile, | 

Gaze on that cheek where all the graces ſmile; | 

That ſoul-· expreſſing eye, whence, mildly bright, 

Fair Goodneſs beams on the tranſported ſight; 

That poliſh d brow, where Wiſdom fits ſerene, 

Each feature forms, and dignifies che mien. 

Still let me liſten, while her words impart 

Delight deep-thrilling through the glowing heart ; Z 

And all the ſoul, each tumult charm'd away, 

Yields, gently led, to VI 8 ny ſway. 

| 2 
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Adorn'd | 
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Adorn'd by thee, bright Virtue, Age is young, 
And mulic warbles from the falt'ring tongue ; 
Thy ray creative. chears the clouded brow, 
Touches the faded cheek with roſy glow, 
Illames the joyleſs aſpeQ, and ſupplics 
A lively luſtre to the languid eyes; Pa 
Each look, each accent, while it awes, invi tes, 
And Age with every youthful grace delights. 
But when Youth's bloom reflects thy bright'ning beams, 
On the rapt view the blaze reſiſtleſs ſtreams; 5 
Th' ecſtatic breaſt triumphant Virtue warms, 
And Beauty dazzles with angelic charms. | 
Ah! whither fled ! ye dear illuſions ſtay ! — 
Lo! pale and ſilent lies the lovely clay! 

How are the roſes on that lip decay d, 
Which Health ſo late in vivid bloom array'd ! 
Health on her form each ſprightly grac'd beſtow'd, 
With active life each ſpeaking feature „ 
Fair was the flower, and ſoft the vernal ſey ; 
Elklate with hope we deem'd no tempeſt nigh ; 
When lo! a whirlwind's inſtantaneous guſt 
| Laid all its beamies e in the duſt, 


All cold he hand har ſoth'd Wo' 8 weary bead 15 
Au quench' d the eye the pitying tear that ſhade ! 
All mute the voice, whoſe pleaſing accents ſtole, | 
Infuſing balm, into the rankled foul ! — - 

O Death! why arm with crucky thy power! 


Why ſpare the _—_ to "RO the fra We flower! 
| N 


<4 


| Where Reaſon's meteor-rays, with ſickly glow, 


ira 3 1 
Why fly thy ſhafts in lawleſs error driv'n ! 


Is Virtue then no more the care of Heav'n! þ 
But peace, bold thought! be' ſtill, my burſting heart! 
We, not EL Iz aA, felt the fateful dart. 

Scap'd the dark dungeon does the ſlave complain, 
Nor bleſs the hand that broke the galling chain! 

Say, pines not Virtue for the lingering mon, 
Doom'd on this midnight-waſte to ſtray forlorn ! 

O'er the dun gloom a dreadful glimmering (row, 85 
Diſcloſing dubious to th* affrighted FT TOY 

O'crwhelming mountains tottering from on bigh,. 

Black billowy ſeas by endleſs tempeſts toſs d, 
And weary ways in wildering lab'rinths loſt. _ 

Oh ! happy ſtroke, that breaks the bonds of clay, 
Darts through the burſting gloom the blaze of day, Bs 
And wings the ſou! with boundleſs flight to bar 
Where dangers threat, and fears bans no more! 


Tranſporting thought ! Here let me wipe away 
The falling tear, and wake a bolder ly — _ 
But ah! afreſh the ſwimming eye o'erflows — 
Nor check the tear that ſtreams for human woes —» 
Lo! o'er her duſt, in ſpeechleſs anguiſh, bend, _ 
The hopeleſs PARENT, HusBAND, BROTHER, 
FRIEND! 

Vain hope of mortal man! ke But ceaſe thy ſtrain, 
Nor Sorrow's dread ſolemnity profane; 3 ; 
Mix'd with yon drooping mourners, o'er her bier, . 
In ſilence ſhed the ſympathetic tear. : 


I 2 From 


8 rom the Italian of TF A'S 5. o. 


H me! vile intereſt every boſom ſtains, 
From mighty monarchs, down to ſimple ſwains: : 

No more alas! to palaces confin'd, 
Bat reigns unbounded in the peaſant s mind; 
Be then this age, pronounc'd the Age off gold, 
Since even happineſs for pelf is fold... | 
But thou, ignoble wretch, who firſt eſſay? 4 - 
To charm, by ſordid arts, the venal maid; _ 
Taught the young breaſt on hopes of gain to roves, 
(Fair faith neglected and unſpotted love); | 
Eternal curſes blaſt thy bated name, 

Thou bane of life, of human kind the ſhame. - 

For thee, no friend a monument ſhall rear, | 
For thee, ne'*er heave the ſigh, ne'cr drop the tear: 
To ſoothe thy ghoſt, ne'er ſhall the lyre be ſtrung, 
Nc'er ſhall thy name diſgrace the poet's ſong; 

When to the turf, where thy pale reliques lie, 

Some neighb'ring ſwains ſhall guide the wand' ring e 
Inform the traveller what vile . | 
What hated duſt th* unhallowed ſpot contains; 

No honours to thy mem*ry ſhall he pay, 
Nor peaceful requiem for thy _— * 


Nipt by the blaſts of peſtilential air, 
Ne er may the rural verdure — there, | 


L. 101 0 © 
| A Winter ſtretch its dread domain. 
And ſtorms eternal deſolate the pain. 
"Twas Avarice firſt inverted Nature's plan, 

And chang'd thei happineſs. defign'd for man; 
Meanly corrupted love's ſublimer fires,. -  - 

And ſully*d-all the joys of ſoft deſires s | 1» 

But mankind ſtill with horror ſhall behold,. 0 ; 
The maid who proſtitutes her heart for gole. 


A. \ "i 73 1 | 


From the Tealian of Gu UA KI N'I. 
Far whe — 1 whos pee mat jy 
And ſolemn ſtillneſs overſpreads the plains; _ 
Once more, ſweet vale! thy beauties I ſiirvey, 7 
Hail thy hoar ſhades, and negligently ſtray | 
Where chance directs, or fancy points the way. - 
Here let me teſt ! and oh! my fate ones 8 
Jo fix this humble habitation mine: a TH 
Where genuine happineſs, long dannn 1 and, 
And calm repaid, well ſuited to _y mind. 
Deluded mortals! ine . vainly prize 
Fantaſtic joys, yet- ſolid bliſs deſpiſe 3... | 
Poſſeſs d of opulence, poſſeſs d of power, 


Indulge and ſtill indulge the wiſh for more .. 


E i 
For what avails an old illuſtrious line 
Or what the bloom of youth, or form divine? 
What though che joyous dance, and feſtal ſong, 
Pour their full tide of happineſs along ? 
With cluſt' ring vineyards, fertile fields conſpire, | 
To crown each with, and fatiate each defire? 
If diſcompos d the wayward' paſſions roll, e 
And fair Content! is: baniſh” d from the foul? 3 


What 8 ad the rural maid,. » 
In native charms and artleſs dreſs array d 
Alike unconſcious of the ills that wait 


| On Fortune's ſmiles or Poverty's low ſtate ! 


Poor but content: 'to- grandeur thougli unknown, 
Yet freedom, health, and peace, are all her own: 
Her drink the pure tranſlucent fountain yields, 

And health ſhe gathers from the Eng: fields: 
Nor vainly for a coſtly mirror ſighs, . 
While the ſame cryſtal ſtream the want e 
Thus far remoy'd from all that vex the great, 

The glare of courts, and inſolence of ſtate; 
Where War's rude trump ne er ſounds its dire ne 
Nor calls the peaceful cottager to arms: 

From noiſe and tumult free, and void of frar, 

All on the plain, ſhe tends her fleecy care. 
Haply for her ſome ſwain tranſported burns, 


And ſhe with equal warmth: his flame returns: 


Blooms her fair form? It blooms for him alone, 


Whom vc, untavght to feign, has made her own; 
7 While 


| 3 103 1 
= 3 the che dictates of her heart vows, | 
Nor jealouſy ſuſpects, nor violated vows. 
Tab thus, in calm ſequeſter'd bow'rs 
They while away the pleaſurable m e 
Their paſſions, fixt and conſtant, glow the 1 XY: 
Nor aught, but death, extinguiſhes the flame. 


* * r 


On a Youns Lapy. mt 
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F. 8 departed pF the beant- elt tear, 529424 
Oh ſtop! and let it ſtream profuſely here, 05 
Where humbly lies what once had ev'ry ar, wo 
To warm, to win, to captivate the heat g* 1 
A ſoul to tenderneſs and ſoftneſs prone, _ 
That kindly mourn'd for forrows not its o.] n, 
Yet, firm and reſolute, did well ſuſtain. 
Acuteſt anguiſh, and terrific pain: en 
Hence the ſad ſource of thy 9 doom, NP” Od 
Hence immaturely hurried to thy tomb. 8 


Yet why complain, = or Sky thy fate deplore,. IE 
Since theſe fierce pangs diſtreſs thy form no more ? 3 
Or why reluctantly thy life reſi "SO 


Since now unmingled happineſs is thine ? 5 


— 


Yet will thy gentle ſhade Se che tear *** 
That ſprings from honeſt grief, and love ſincere x „ 
Forgive the friend that tunes theſe, plaintive lays, 
Sacred to thee and thy lov'd virtues praiſe : 
Theſe all the honours we can now beſtow, | 
And theſe, alone the ſoft” ners of our Wo... 


| 8 : f 
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Hough r no proud. trophics of the great, or van, 
No vaunts of anceſtry, no venal ſtrain, 

Bedeck this humble monument: yet here, 
Unbought, unaſk d, ſhall ſtream the grateful tear; 1 
Here ſhall che orphan mourn its parent gone; © 

Here the lorn widow pour th' unceaſing moan 3 x 

Here Virtue's friends their tribute oft ſhall pay, 

| Recall his various worth, and ſighing ſay, 

&« Oh! he was mild, benevolent, humanem 

<« Though gentle, firm; though delicate, not vain ;: | 
„ Fond to ſcorn'd worth his gen' rous aid to lend; 5 

. The poor man's guardian, and the good man's friend; 

c Poſleſs'd of patience, when ſeverely try'd;, 

c The Stoic's fortitude, without his pride 

« Whoſe nobler ſoul diſdain'd the farce of ſhow ;. 

« Who liy'd unblemiſh'd, and who left 1 no fore 1 

© Though: 


L103 1 
Though now from hence by Heay'n's bigh will remoy Sd. ? 
Yet be his mem'ry honour'd ſtill, and loy'd ; 1 
While from this tomb each mourner ſhall depart, 
With mended ate and a purer heart. 


ee A 
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For the Rt Hon. 
 Maxy Counteſs of Exzor. 
Oft! paſſenger! the moral lay. attend, 
And life's ſolicitudes a while ſuſpend? 
a this tomb, with no regardleſs eye, | 
And mark the place where Errors aſhes lie 3 
In whom her great anceſtors merits ſhone, 
Though ſoften'd, and embelluh'd-by her owns 
Bleſs'd with each virtue that deſerves applauſe ; 3 
The form auguſt, that veneration draws; 
The clear diſcerning head; the ſoul ſerene, 
Calm, and compos'd, through life's perplexing ſcene k - 
Reaſon's ſtrong force; Religion s purer flame, 
That mildly glow'd, till genuine, ſtill the ſame; 
Averſe to all the ſplendid toils of ſtate, 
In private happy, and unenvy d great; 


Whoſe 


Es OST 
Whoſe heart, not harden'd to the wretch's moan, 
Felt all his anguiſh, and forgot its'own ; 
Nor only felt, but with attentive care, ; 
Repreſs'd the ſigh, and wip'd the ſtreaming tear; 
While Patience, beaming all its lenient rays, 
Benignly deck'd the evenin g of her days, 
And taught her ſoul, ſuperior ſtill and wiſe, - 
To view approaching death with placid eyes; 
At length — with brow ſerene, and paſſions ev'n, 
She gently breath'd her guiltleſs ſonl to heay'n. 


ee rrreetes 42 1711 


TRANSLATION of an pill of of the Ocuvres 
du Philofaphe de 5 ans-Souci : n 


A collection of poems (lately publiſhed 
wrote 1 the _ of Pruſſia, 


EPISTLE 8 


From the King of Pxuss1a to his Private 
are Monſ. Dax ET. 


* Atient dealer of my painful I EK 

Guardian of all the labours of my brain; 1 
Tell me, Darget, from ceremony free, 5 
What think you of a maſter form'd like me ? 
From long - protracted ſolitude, become 
Abſent, unequal, melancholy, dumb. 
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Who, for whole days, ſits plodding o'er a book, 
No algebraiſt with a ſourer look, 
_ Sighting each joy that Pleaſure would impart, 
Thought on his brow, and forrow at his heart. 5 
Speak out, Darget, to reaſon canſt thou bring 
A life ſo mortify'd in ſuch a king? 55 

A king, ye gods! methinks I hear thee cry, 
While the big with ſits ſparkling on thine eye, 
Would gracious Heav'n indulge me with a crown, | 
The gods themſelves ſhould look with envy down 
No crabbed problem ſhould my thoughts purſue, 
But beauty, ever kind as well as new: 
Would ſome well-judging people make me king,” 
From morn till night I'd drink, and dance, and ſing; 
Search all them agazine of things below; 8 
Is there a bliſs forbidden kings to know? 
Where-c'er their moſt fantaſtic wiſhes fall, 
Some ready ſlave anticipates the cal; 
Kings can condemn, or pardon, ſave, or kill, 
And make it peace, or give us wars at will; 
Idols of earth, and fay'rites of the-ſkies, | 
'Tis theirs to taſte new pleaſures as they riſe. 
Hail, happy ſtate of demigods below, 
Where unimbitter'd pleaſures ever flow : 
Hail, happy ſtate of tranſport, and of reſt, 
Where none but os or madmen, are unbleſt. “ 


Soft, good Bega. let 1 ne'er prevail, 
But cool j inquiry hold the LIPS ſcale: 


: 
/ 
: 
| 
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4 8 Let's view thoſe pleaſures with impartial eyes, 
| „„ Ty 7 trace the Oo as it _ 


i 


© Fortune for thee has hombly dreſs'd a "Ss | 
Metting thy pleaſures with her golden mean. 
Mediocrity preſents the welk-mix'd bowl, 
To opiate every ſorrow of thy ſoul ; = 
Not niggard quite, nor laviſh of her ſtore, e 
Has giv'n thee juſt enough, and nothing more. 
What greater curſe can Providence decrees 
Than indigence, or ſaperfluity ? 
Extremes are but the wayward wicks of Nature, 
Or dwarf or giant, tis a monſtrous creature; 4 
Ill dreſs'd alike the beggar and the beau, | 
Who ſhrinks in rags, or ſweats in ermin'd ſhew + 
Soft Peace for thee forſakes the kingly crown, 
To wrap thy temples in her nightly down; 
While bleſs'd, without ſolicitude, or ſorrow, 
Thy taſte bf N bliſs pings dogg 


Too happy man, from ev'ry A free, 
That overwhelms the great, and preſſeth me; 
I1Ĩ0o mean for envy, too obſcure for foes, 
Ĩhe ſtorms of cenſure Jul _ ws ONS - 


2 Jf when at home wy praiſs-deſervitiy wife, 
Forbears to ſtun thee with domeſtic r ; 


At eve returning with fatigne oppreſs'd, 
If the receive thee fondly to her breaſt; - 
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If no ) collected rheums invade thine eyes, ' 
If Dalichamp * with proper health ſupplies3 
What other bliſs has Providence in ſtore? 
D A. mortal, Gs no more. 


Yet, as 1 5 _—_ I 1 Fs al 
My prudent counſel, declamation all. 
Talk ne'er ſo wiſe, and reaſon as I will, . 
That frigid face looks oppoſition ſtill bg 
Condemns my tine deſcription as untrue, 
And far more HOME * nature ever drew, 


Well chen, we 8 that Heay' a ſome pain diſpenſes, 
In making thee a king's amanuenſis 
Who oft for hours purſues the ſeribbling fig, 
And, mercy on us! takes it all for wit; 
Who fancies ready Fame prepares to hear, 
And echo back his traſh in ev ry ear: 
Then when the kve· long page is copied cut, 
Makes, Heav'n defend our hearing! ſuch a rout; 
On ſtops and points exhauſts his indignation; ' 
A comma here has quite miſtook #s ſtation; 
And here a daſh-— and there.a blank ſhould be, 
 Hyphen! parentheſis ! apeſiraphe. 
That fatal period ſets the ſenſe at odds, | 3 
Al muſt be copied fair, by all the god. 
Thus damn'd once more to dreſs the page 4 
, Wee 1 
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If Jaftice over Diſcord would prevail, 
And reſolutely fix the wav'ring ſcale, 


[. ano. 1. | 
If fach the faithful portrait of thy woes, 
If ſuch the ſource whence ev'ry ſorrow flows, 
Come on, my friend, and let us calmly tr, 
Who beſt deſeryes compaſſion, you or 
Try what eſtate can beſt from ſorrow ſave, _ 
* wiſely wee the nenten e hive 


Yet, think I not intend to ek my rhimes 


With paradox, the bluſh of modern times WT: | 
Or ſmoothing falſchood with ingenious _ © pron 


Give ſome exploded traſh a novel air. 
The truths I tell, I feel them at my heart, 


Truths which even pride 1 0 me to eee 


Severe the taſk, and rigid is the ſchool, . Tr 
And harder than all arts, the art to rule: 


The king, who winds through each detail of ſtate, * 


Who ſtudies to be good, as well as great: 


Who fills th' incumbent duties of his rcign, 
Can only boaſt Hs Be of cg e 


On either ſide impoſing ! laws; ; 
Fixing determin'd dates to every cauſe ; 19 


Behold a fiend that keeps the world in ae, 
Chicane, with all her hundred dogs of law; 
Forth iſſuing furious from her dark abode, 


Spurns with contempt the legiſlative code, 


11 | 

But, ſtranger ill ! even thoſe who diſagree, | 

Receive, diſfatisfy*d, the quick decree, 

And with a fund of long debate ſupply d, 

Judge from 1 85 * n ns their 1 70 1 
:upoling taxes next require his ſkill; 7 

Where each contributes ſore againſt his will. 

Ambition's wiſh, the courticr's lacker d pride, 

Is by the grudging cottager ſupply d. 

Whence each their different diſcontents expreſs, 

One aſks for more, and t' other would give leſs. _ * 

To ev'ry tax while that àvows diſſenſion, 

From ev!ry tax this hopes a nobler penſion. 

Each loud exclaims at each, yet all agree, 

To arrogate redreſs from majeſty. 

Happy the king in lore hermetic ſchool'd, 

Could he content them both by making gold: - 

Yet happier, far more happy, could his laws 

NONE the commonwealth which Vlato draws. 


— 


The ranks ſoldier next Pe his care, 

And rigid diſcipline. with brow ſevere; 

The furious warrior, eager for debate, 

If unemploy d, would overturn the ſtate. 

By their prætorian bands, the Romans aw 

A venal empire, and ſubverted law. _ 

Lins of war, impatient to command, 

Themis muſt rule chem with her iron band. 

Yet not ſeverity alone will do,, 
But Gm and hopes, and ſometimes flatt'ry too: 
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Their force together muſt united run, 
And all the hundred thouſand act as one: 
Compact the vaſt machine muſt learn to roll, 
A king, the central nave, that moves the whole: 
This to effect requires unbounded care, | 
The half too much for one alone to bear. 


4 Well then, at laſt, the catalogue is done.” 
Patience, my friend, tis ſcarcely -yet begun. 
Cares follow care, and toils ſucceed to 5 4oſ =» 
T've ſhew d a OW, "_ mn 2 remain. 


The rights of ai next | bis peace afail, 5 
His policy muſt guide the public well!! 


Io rivals, friends, his conduct muſt oppoſe, 


And theſe demand reſtraint, and ſuccour thoſe. 
Thus ba'anc'd each European pow'r is free, 
All finding in diſtruſt, ſecurity. 

If kings were juſt, and treaties were ſincere, | 
| Small were the taſk, and light the ſtateſman's care. 
But when contracting powers, by int'reſt OA,” 


Make politics a low deceiving trade ; 
When fraud, of caution, falſely bears the name, 
And turns to ſcience what ſhould make our ſhame ; 


When truth appears no more, but every fate . 


Abounds with men, whom crimes have render d great; 


Even Wiſdom's {elf muſt learn to change her ſide, 
And combat crimes with arms by crime ſupply d. 
Treaties with two-fold meaning well deſign d, wy 
—_— ſcem to faſten, and yet _— bind. 


Carena 
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Conventions fon: as zephyrs when they blow 
Muſt be prepar d, and copied out for ſhow y: 
Hence genuine virtue no delight can bring, 
Since crimes themſrhes are Yirmes in a 4 king 


Tr are the friends, an : hapleſs $i” 18 1 


is neareſt neighbours are his greateſt foes. 
While theſe ambitious views in ſecret frame, 
"Tis his to counteract each fay'rite ſcheme z 


And pond'ring how their words and acts agree, 


Read in the preſent, dark futurity... _ | 
Thus, whereſoe'er he turns, whate'er he tries, 
Dangers unſeen, and diſappointments riſe. 
As when beſiegers, anxious for renown, 
Advancing o'er the glacis of a town, _ 
With cautious ſteps, and flow, explore around, 
Nor truſt their ſafety to the hollow ground, 


. 


Where many a death in boſom'd ambuſh lies, | 


And thunders long to meet their kindred ſkies ;. 


Such is the ſkill, and ſuch the caution ſhown,,  * 


0 TO mines that ſap che throne... 


Bur 8 each top diva alas 1 in vain: 


His thoughtleſs, thankleſs ſubjects, ſtill complain: 


In ev'ry ſcience thoſe expect him ſkillb d, 
In commerce, laws, in council, and the field. 


Thoſe who are puniſh'd, blame his harſh, decree; | | 


The proſecutors blame his lenity. - 


Is he for war ? From hence freſh clamours ſpring, 5 


« Heay'ns! what a curſe, ambition i in a king! 
K 3 


. 


a 
Is he for peace? Our prince, in idiot ſtate, 
« Fears the loud call that animates the great.“ 
Rules he alone? his caution each aecuſes, 
Who counſel wifer than his own refuſes. 
Does he permit his miniſters to rule ? 
Then each perceives the monarch but a tool. 
Has he a fav'rite? all his weakneſs ſee: 
Without, *tis mere inſenſibility. e 
If free, deſpis d; if ceremonious, nice 5 
But gallantry compriſes ev'ry vice. 
Vain, very vain, my friend, are all who can 
Hope for perfection in imperfect man; 
Tbeir crowns, and globes, and thrones, and ointments too; 
Liſt kings not one inch nearer heav'n than you. 
To fix a faultleſs monarch on the throne, 
Let ſculptor Adam carve him out in ſtone ; 
For none but ſuch can ſcape each envious blow, 
Which Cæſar felt, and Titus learn'd to-know. 


Aſt you, why Obloquy with angry frown, 

| Still glances at the head that wears the crown! 

The anſwer's plain: for ſome, by nature free, 
Deteſt whatever checks their liberty. | 

Others again, with ſmaller cauſe of hate, 

Envy the glitt'ring tinſel of his ſtate. 
One to his friend in ſecret ſeems to cry, 

. Ah! could our monarch learn to think as I,” 
Another openly : © Were I in his place, 

Things ſhould put on a very different face“ 


See, 


Ht L 115 +: | 
See, to repair their ſhatter'd fortunes ſume, 
With ſmiles and bows, and long petitions, come; 

Tell me, Darget, can ſuch a king as I, 3 
Supply their wants, when Heay'n can ſcarce art 
Vet each refuſal new detraction ſows, - 55 
And ev bo, bour procures n foes. Mw 


Srours' in en reQimde to ſtand, 
J To ſteer the bark with cena bee 
When tempeſts riſe and blacken on the view, 
To ſteer the bark is all that's left to do: ; 
Though envy hiſs, and loud refentment ſwell, 
Be theirs to rage, and ours to govern well. 


Yet think me not, Darget, reſfolv'd to ſpare 

One guilty monarch with fraternal care ;- | 
Periſh, ye gods! the proſtituted lays, 

Which daub a tyrant with i injurious praiſe. 
The honeſt muſe ſhall ever learn to blame 
The herd of vulgar kings, unknown to fame, 
Pregnant with whim, or ſlumb'ring on a throne, 
And to no kingdoms dreadful, but their own : 
With ſuch the muſe declares eternal ſtrife, 
Take then their portraits finiſh'd from the life. 
A vulgar king —— But,, lo! thy looks betray _ 
A moſt impatient wiſh to get away. | 
Thy wife prepares to chide thy late return, 
Thy cook exclaims ; the roaſt begins to burn . 
The very coachman thinks I keep you long, 
I hear him cough, and ſmack his angry theng. 


| 226 IJ 
Wall, go thy ways; 'but firſt, this maxim know, 
AAA . 


x 


The collection of poems, of which the above is a part, 
was openly denied by its royal author, when it firſt made 
its appearance in print. Whatever reaſon his Majeſty 
may have for this denial,, certain however it is, that 

none acquainted in the leaſt with his eps diſpute: 
the collection to be his. 


A we who in this 3 manner undertakes 
to inſtruct mankind, does honour not only to himſelf, 
but to humanity. Though his motives for diſowning theſe 
poems may be politic and wiſe, yet his motives for wri- 
ting them are certainly laudable. Not led by the blind 
admiration which influences the eroud, we may ſafely 
rank them among the few publications that do honour 
' 8 to the preſent age; and had they been written by the 
[ | meaneſt ſubject, would have been applauded by all who 
ære poſſeſſed of any taſte, or r who: are pleaded with ſtrong 


| 2 and manly thinking, 


i | * War atone ond author will appear in a 
much ſtronger light, if we conſider, that ſeveral of the 
above poems were wrote during the courſe of the pre- 
ſent war ; and that in the hurry and confuſion, the per- 
plexities and cares, which neceſſarily muſt have attended 
him through ſo many deſtructive and unſucceſsful cam- 
paigns, his Majeſty ſhould ſtill find leiſure for an amuſe- 
ment of ſo ſingular a nature. This ſhows a ſtrength of 
genius almoſt without a parallel, 2 genius to which for- 
mer ages can {ſcarce produce an equal, and which the 
1 age muſt, with aſtoniſhment, admire. 
„„ oe, 


— 


. * 
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Horace, Ode 16. Book 2. imitated. 
HE weary ſailor calls for caſe, 
When winds turmoil the angry ſeas, 
And not a moon or ſtar to guide 5 
_ His dreary courſe along the tide ;. T7 
When half the Ny in ſhowers deſcends, 
And wind the gilded ſtreamer rends; 
Bleſs'd he, within the hut, he cries, 
Now bends in reſt his peaceful eyes ; 
Or hears the tempeſt idly rave: 
No ay'rice tempts him to the wave. 


Furn to the noiſy camp your eye, 
There care corrodes, and ſtarts the ſt. 
- Shew me the man among them al. 
Who drove o'er Minden's plains the Gaul «© 
When Broglio's ranks at diſtance riſe,  _ 
And cannon murmur through the ſkies; 
But would forego the breath of fame, 
And live at eaſe without a name. 


*Tis not the ſaſh, the gown, the robe, 
Theſe gilded baits that catch'the mob; 
Or tides of flatt'rers at the door, 

Can paint with bliſs the paſſing hour; 
Or half the cares within controll, | 
And calm the tumults of the foul. 


— — — 2 * 4D — —_ e 
ah. So comms wer e " $44 — — — — 2 22 — — 
5 1 


— — 
— eto aq. — 


I 
} 
bi 
N 
# 
b 


r 
Neor can the dome or lofty wall, 
Or guards that croud the tyrant's hall, 


With all their inſtruments of wars, 


Exclude-the dark, invading care: 
Around the bed of ſtate they fly, 25 
9 daſh the guilty Bp of j J. 


893 


More happy he! whoſe being . 9 is 


Is to his native fields confin'd ; | 
Bleſs'd with his ſtate ; and craves no more Rh 
Than Heay'n allow'd his fires before 3 


Wbo ſecs his frugal table ſpread, 


Beneath the roof his fathers made ; = 


No care, by day, diſturbs his breaſt, 


He ſteeps, by night, his brows: in reft. 


_  Whence all theſe W this wild oproar, | 
Since life itſelf ſhall ſoon be o'er ?- 


Why do we with advent'rous eyes, 
See other ſans in other ſkies ? | 

Or pant where Indian billows roll? 
Or freeze beneath the arctic pole ? 


In vain we fly deſtructive Care, 


The monſter in our breaſts we bear. 


Go, "TIA  forſake your calm retreat, 


Cringe at the portals of the great; 3 
Attend the gaudy venal train, 


Throw virtue off, to raiſe your gain ; ; 


/ 


6 
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Or ſpread your canvas to the gale 3 WH 
Or court the muſes in the vale; 

If till in ſorrow you repine, 

Fly for relief to whores and wine. 


In vain you fly from-inbred woo 1 
Care climbs the veſſel's painted pro: 
Care haunts the palace of the great, 

And hovers round the dark retreat : 

"Care clouds the fair-one's lovely face, | 33 $071 
And floats within the ſparkling glaſs, . | | | 
Ey'n round the ſprightly mule it flies, - 

And taints the numbers as they riſe. 


If life you want undaſh'd with wo, = 
Serene enjoy the inſtant now ; » | 
Nor ills you left behind deplore, 

Nor eye the giant-grief before: 

If Fortune ſhines, enjoy the ray, 

And ſmile her very gloom away : _ 
Let tempeſts ſweep and billows roar, 5 
The ſtorm of life ſhall ſoon be oer. 


Some periſh in their youthful bloom z — 
With age ſome wither to the i, 
Heav'n, as a curſe, to ſome ſupplies 

The years to others it denies; 
| What can the longeſt liver do, . 
But ſee a greater train of wo? 


Be 


T 1 20 1 
Be yours In public life to ſhine, - 
With all the glory of your line ; 
To rule the battle's noiſy tide, | 
Or Britain's great concerns to guide: 
Teach virtue to a venal throng, 
| While ſenates liſten to your tongue. 
To me my fortune more ſevere, 
Has only giv'n a mind ſincere: 
A ſpark of genius to paſs o'er 
The tedious dulneſs of the hour; 
A foul that can a knave deſpiſe, 
And eye the great with careleſs eyes. 


Toa FaxiznD. 


Hen tempeſts ſweep and billows roll, 
And winds contend along the pole; 
When o'er the deck aſcends the ſea, | 
And half the ſheet is torn away; 
Shew me the man among the crew, 


| Who would not change his place with you; 
Prefer the quiet of the plain | 
L To all the riches of the main. 
| | Thrice 


7. 4a 1. 
Thrice 3 he! and he alone, 
Who makes the golden mean his om 
| Whoſe life is neither ebb or flow, m, 
Nor riſes high nor ſinks too lo w- 
He prides not in the enyy'd wall, 
Nor pines in Want's deſerted. hall; 
His careleſs eyes with eaſe behold —__ 
The ſtar, the * and n _ 


Unlike the venal ſons 15 paw 3. bs e 
> They riſe, but riſe to fall the more. | 1 0 | | 
When faction rends the. public air, 3 

And Pitt ſhall tumble from his ES 


In privacy ſecluded, you. 4 | 
* Scarce feel Wk way the h ble. 7 2 | 
. rend the lofty tow'r in n wan, e T | 
And bow the poplar to the plain; EY 
The hills are wrapt in clouds on high, . ph * 4 
And feel th' artillery of the ſky ; 1 
When not a breath the valley wakes, | 
Or curls the ſurface of the lakes. 
When laune and Fortatte's ocean lowr, 33. CLI 8 
And rolling billows laſh the ſnore; A Waſh > 
When loy'd allies return to ela, 
And paltry riches wing their way ie get 1: 
The faithleſs mob, the perjur d whore, wy, * 4641 | 
That hover'd round thy pelf before, LEE if 
5 F SE 5 . och 3 


F 7 
Fall gradual down the ebbing tide; ge 
Thy dog, the laſt, forſakes thy ſide : 1 


ERetire within; enjoy thy mind; 


There, what they all deny'd thee, find. 
When Fortune threats to fly, be 82Y 
And puff the fickle thing away, © 
Nor ſtill it lowrs ; the tempeſt flies, 
The golden lun deſcends the ſkies; - 
The gale is living in the graſs, 

In gentler ſurges roll the ſeas. 

But wiſely thou contract the fail, 

And catch but half the breathing gale ; 
Be cautious ſtill of Fortune's wiles, 
Avoid the Siren when ſhe ſmiles; 
With prudence laugh her gloom away, 
And truſt her leaſt when ſhe looks gay. 
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The CHOICE. 


ID Fortune, what to few ſhe'll give, 
Allow me make my choice to live; 
I would not ſeek an envy'd ſeat, 8 ” 
Or daily viſits of the great . 
Nor yet would my ambition fall 
To meagre Want's deſerted hall; 
To each extreme alike a foe, 
Too low for high, too high for low. 


For 
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For uſe, not ſhew, my heaſe would | and 
Amid a ſpot of fertile land; 
A lake below; around a wid - I; 
Here bend a rock — there rufh a flood. 
A mountain would in proſpect riſe, . 
And bear the grey miſt to the ſkies. 
When in ſome dark retreat I ſit, 
Be near a friend, a man of wit, 
Of heart ſincere and converſe free, | 
The lover of mankind and me, 
Who, ſhould the world tumultuous roar, 
Could calmly ſee the ſtorm aſhore, 
Nor &er admit a longing ſigh 
To vex my n and I. 


Here would J paſs my Hamelef days, , 
Belov'd of virtue and of eaſe;  _ _ 
Here die in peace, and lie unknown. 
Without a monument or ſtone. — 
My friend might ſhed one pious tear ; 
My image in his boſom bear: 


Might breathe, in verſe, his tender moan, 


But breathe unto himſelf alone; 
| Tenvy to the world my name, 
And puff away the ſtrumpet Fame. 


© a 


Wriuen 
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Written on a B4xzTH-DAy, 


* 


Las the years! how ſwift they roll, 
How ſwift they fly to Death's dark goal? 
And let them roll, and let them fly, 4} in 
I die but once — and let me die. 
Arriv'd at laſt at twenty-two, 
What honours riſe upon my brow ? 
What have I done to raiſe my name, 
And ſend to future times my fame? 
No matter what — for this conſoles, 
That fame is but the breath of fools. - 
And what, alas! a name can do, 
When I am cold, when I am low? 
Shall I come back to hear my lays 
Excite the critic's after-praiſe ? | 25 
Behold me quoted i in Reviews, 
Or poſted up to fame in news? 
Let Fame deny or grant the bays, _ 
No cenſure I ſhall feel, nor praiſe. 
Why ſhould I then deſtroy my peace, 
Or purchaſe fame with loſs of caſe ? ? 
But {till the foft Aönian maid 
Invites me, ſmiling, to the made: 
=_ ; One ſong ere you lay by the lyre, 
=_ : - «« Myſclf my poet will inſpire.” 
| Away l own your pow'r no more, 


Away! — thou proſtituted whore. Fon 
55 Your 


: x 5 Lee 
Your charming ſimpers, artful ſmiles, . | 
Perſuaſive voice and little wiles ö 
5 No more ſhall cauſe me hunt for fame, N 5 
Or ſeck that empty oe” 4 name. 85 8 


The MONUMENT. 


| bas we dull for laſting — 12 | 
1 Or give to other times our name; ; 
The buſt itſelf ſhall ſoon be gone, n 
The figure moulder from the ſtone; 
The plaintive ſtrain, the moving lay, 
Like thoſe they mourn, at laſt decayz _—_ 
My name, a ſarer way ſhall live, on org vu 
A ſurer way, my fair can gives © © 
In her dear mem'ry let me live alone: 
When NisA dies, I wiſh not to be known, | 


VERSE 8 ſent to a bord Ear, with 
ſome 1 RANSLATIONS from the ExsE. 


yEhold, 1 REY what Nature could inſpire, 10 
When Albion's lovely dames confeſs'd their fire; 
When love was ſtranger to the guiſe of art, | 
And virgins ſpoke the language of the heart; 
When ſweet ſimplicity, with charms diſplay'd, 
Confirm'd the bands which beauty firſt had made. 


On rocks they liv'd among t the ſavage kind, 
But little of the rock was in their mind; a, 
They felt the call of nature in their heart, 

And Pity wept when Beauty ſhot the dart: 
Each maid, with ſorrow, ſaw her conqueſts riſe, | 
And drown'd with tears the lighwing of her N 


When the loyd 8 appear'd with manly charms, 
And call'd the blooming beauty to his arms; | 
To meet his gen'rous flame the maid wou'd fly, 
Nor did the tongue, what eyes confeſs'd, deny. 
£ No toils could her from his dear ſide remove; 
cc She ſhar'd his dangers, as ſhe ſhar'd his love. 
Wich him againſt the chace ſhe bent the bow ; 
tc In fields of death with him ſhe met the foe; 
« If pierc'd with wounds, a mournſul fi ight he lay, 
6 , 
Wich tears ſhe waſh d the gory tide 9 A 


of 


= en 
« And decent in the 5 her hero laid, 1 
” And as ſhe RT him ny mourn'd him dead.” 


In thee, bleſt 8 6 CER join 'd 
The face of beauty with the tender mind 1 
In thee the preſent virtues we behold, 
With all the charms of Albion's dames of od: : 
But be their ſorrow to themſelyes alone, 
As thine their . de cheir woes $ their own. 
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| Too oft, in rns ola, a0 War's We . 

Tear lovely Youth from Beauty's Tolding ar arms !- 

Too oft the early tears of ſpouſes n 128 
And blooming widows beat their breaſts of ſnow. 

But when the happy youth of form divine, bs 

At once the fay'rite of the world and thine, © - 

Enjoys unrivall'd all that heav'n of charms, 

Death late deſcend ! — Avoid him hoſtile arms by 

Let growing. pleaſures crown each riſing year, 1 

Still be that cheek unſullied with ür 

That heart no pang but of affection know; © $98, 
That ear be E to the voice of wo. | ; 


When Time ira ml big that bevy „% 

And lightning arm no more that pug peg oy e i 

May the bright legacy ſucceſſive fall, E 
And thy lov'd ſons and daughters ſhare it * un ; 

Thy ſons be ev'ry virgin's ſecret care, y 

Thy lovely daughters like the mother fair ; 

The firſt in prudence emulate their fires... - || 4 11h 

The laſt, like thee, ſet all the world on fire. 4 


4 4 = od 8 * 
ie &< b ps * 
Do : 
* 1 * . * 2 * 7 
: 
1 * 


1. 5 


— 


The CAVE: 


A 


Written in the rig. 


HE wind is 0p, 5 


Some hermit lead me to his cell, 8 


Where Contemplalion, lonely fair, 


Wim deled Cate has chaſe co dwell. | 


Behold ! E 3871 3% 
Dark in the rock; beide the food 3. 


Dry fern around obſtructs the light; 
The winds above it move * Wood. 


Reflected oa lake I ſee 


The downward mountains and the Gi by % | 


The flying bird, the waving tree, 


am . 


| The 1 k Fer on ths cow ; |, 


T 2 1 
2 3 


The ſlow-pac'd fowler wal ks the heath and 8 


A freckled pointer ſeours the brow 3 - 
A 6 wakes e beneath. 

Carve or the A 7 
The wood-man lifts his ax on vighy 


„ 


* hills rer eebs the W 7 771 eee e 


C 129 ER WE, 
Some Fa” maid, with apron full, „ 

Brings fuel to the homely flame 1 
I ſee the ſmoky columns roll, 


And 570 the chinky hut the "HEE 


Be ide a ſtone o 'ergrown with moſs,” 
Two well-met hunters talk at eaſe ; 


Three panting dogs beſide repoſe ; | i 
One bleeding deer is ſtretch' d on grass. 
A lake, at diſtance, ſpreads to ſigbtt. 
Skirted with ſhady foreſts round, © 
unn midſt an iſland's rocky beight, 1 
Sultan a ruin once renamn dl. 
one tree bends o'er the naked wall | 
| Two broad-wing'd eagles hover nign 
By intervals a fragment falls, 
As blows The TRE bag ou A : 
Two a hinds the pinnace Ns, ” | 
With lab'ring ears along the flood 1 
An anglet bending o er the tide, . 
Hangs from the boat th'jnfidious Dl. 


On orafl bank two DI + gs nts 451 | 
Bend on each other am us looks, s,, 5 


And d fea o gh aud di TR 2 bank. 


: 1 
The wind is ruſtling in the oak; : 
They ſeem to hear the tread of ben 
They ſtart, they riſe, look round the rock; 
Again they ſmile, again they meet. 


But ſee! the grey miſt from the lake 
Aſcends upon the aſp; hills; by 
Dark ſtorms the murm'ring foreſts ſhake, 
Rain beats — reſound a hundred rills. 


To Damon's homely hut 1 fly; 


Il ſee it ſmoking ver the plain: 5 
When ſtorms are paſt — and fair the ky, * 


II often ſeek my cave again. 
AWV 


FRAGMENTS from Traravs. 


FRAGMENT a 


Call the man unworthy of my praiſe, . 
Who wins the palm in wreſtling or the race; 
| Shou'd he excel in bulk and ſtrength mankind, 
Or in the courſe outſtrip the Thracian wind: 
Though Nature gave him Tithon's form divine, 


a mine; ä 
Though 


| of x 1 3 : 5 
Though Pelops' wide domains to him belong, 
And more, Adraſtus* eloquence of tongue; 

Though Fortune ev'ry other virtue gave, 
And yet deny the greateſt — to be brave. 
And brave alone is he, who can ſuſtain 


The wild confuſion of the bloody plainn 


Can death and wounds behold with dire delight, 
And ſhady legions moving to the fight, 1 
For he alone a laſting name can raiſe, 


Who in the front of battle ſtands unmov!d, 


The bulwark of the eountry which he lov'd; 
And loving, prodigal of life, to die, 

Avoids no evil more than baſely fr. 

| His great example ſhall the hoſt inſpire, - 
And thouſands follow actions they admire. _ 


He turns the phalanx of the foe to flight, 
And rules with martial art, the tide of fight : - 
And when he falls amid the field of fame, 
He leaves behind a great and laſting name; 
His fire, his country ſhall with joy ſurround 


His corſe, and read their glory in his wound. 


Both young and old ſhall ſing his dirge of wo 3% 


And his long fun' ral all the- town purſue: 
His tomb ſhall be rever'd : his children ſhine 
Through ev'ry age, a long-extended line. 


Ne'er ſhall his glory fade, or ceaſe, his fame; 


— Though laid in daft + immortal is his name, | 


a 


%.1 
[3.5 


Who 


— 
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| 
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| ET. Who never from the field of battle flies, 
j nt for his children and his country dies. 
But if the fable. hand of Death he ſhun, 
Si | Returning victor, with his glory won 3; 
| | By young and old rever'd, his life he'll 5 BY 
Ei And full of honour ſink among the dead: _ 
Or with his growing years his fame will _ : 
> And all ſhall reverence his head of D 
The higher place from ev'ry youth he bears, 
And age ſhall quit him all the claim of years. 
Who then deſires to riſe to ſuch a hight, 
Deſires in vain, if he forget the fight. 
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FE, then, who boaſt Aldides 1 race 8 
Be ſtrong; en Jovo.thall ne'er fackike his line. 
Aided by Heay'n no human proweſs ſear; 
Exalt the ſhady buckler to the war. 8 
But, bent on fate, what danger need you . 
Or ſhun a death fo grateful to the ſky? 
| Ye knew the horrid work of arms PEN: 
The diſmal ſhock of battle oft ye: bore ;; b 
Or when yon fled, eee won, 'S 
In 1 each reverſe to you is.Fortune baun. 


> I 


For | 


L 2 33 . | 
For thols who, in the front of battle, dare „ 

Fighit hand to hand, and bear che brunt of war, N 

But rarely fall. — Though daſtards ſculk behind, 

The fate they ſhun ſtill haunts the cow 'rdly kind. $2. 

What mind can well conceive, or tongue relate, | 

The ills unnam'd that on the truant wait? 

To ſhun his fate when from the field he flies, 
Pierc'd from behind, th* inglorious coward dies. 

When prone he lies and gaſping on the ground, 
What Sh: to 255 behind the gaping walnut? HOES 


But, firm to cathy ev'ry warrior grow Nr 
Strain his large limbs, and, lowring eye the foe; 
Let ev'ry Thield, a mighty round, diſplay d 
From head to foot the gather'd warrior ſnade; 

- Each vig'rous hand the ſpear protended hold. 
When dreadful nodes aboye the caſque of gold, OO - 
To mighty deeds let each his arm extend, ; | 

Nor dread the darts his buckler may defend. 
Jo diſtance let him not project the ſpear, 
But manage hand to hand the work of war 
Shield clos'd to ſhield, advance th* imbattled line, . 
Creſt reach to creſt, and caſque to helmet j Join; 8 
When, breaſt to breaſt, are ftretch'd the ranks of war, 
Hew them with ſwords or break them with the * 
Te, whom no heavy panoplies in cloſe, | 
Diſcharge, at diſtance, ſtones againſt the foes, - 
And hurl with martial force the miſlive ſpear ; 
But near the e ſhun the cloſer war. 


ö n. 
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F RAG ME NT m. 


OW graceful lies the brave man on the plain, 
Cover'd with wounds, and for his country ſlain! 
But ah ! expell'd from home, how mean ! how low ! a 
Through foreign realms to lead a life of wo! 
trolling with parents ſank in wieldleſs years, 

A helpleſs wife, and infants drown'd in tears 
Condemn'd to want and ſnhame, him all ſhall hate, 
And drive the wand'rer from the cloſing gate. 

His form he ſhall diſgrace, his race, his blood, 

By ills unnam'd and in famy purſu d. a, 

Nor only is the daſtard loſt to fame, 

But, what is _— to al the 1 8 of ſhame. 


But vu us feht for 8 while we nay; 

- Nor ſpare a life which ſoon muſt paſs away. 
Collect your bands, ye warriors, cloſely fight ; 
Forget your fear; forget inglorious flight. 

Let glory every martial boſom fill, 
Nor value life when foes remain to kill. 
Leave not the hoary vet rans numb' d with age, 
Where burns the combat, and the thickeſt rage: 
. What ſhame! an aged warrior prane ſhould lie, 
—_ Transfix'd with wounds, when younger men are by ; ; 
|  - His beard transform'd, his wrinkled temples gray, 
3 And breathe, in duſt, his dauntleſs ſoul away? 


Who 


— 


; \ | 5 8 


1 E 

Who can his hands behold, with ſhameleſs eyes, 
Cow ring his naked carcaſs as he lies, 

Decent in death ?— But all things youth become, 
W hom Nature covers with her faireſt bloom; 
Graceful, in life, to men and womens eyes; 
Graceful, in death, when on the field he lies, 
Then, once engag' d, let ev'ry warrior grow _ 
Firm to the earth, and lowr upon the foe. 


* _— 
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O beds of tender my 7505 lud, 

Or melelot, ſupinely ſpread, 

PII quaff the bowl; and, neatly dreſt, 

Young Cupid ſhall direct the feaſt, 

Come ! fill the bumper to the brim, _ 

And heave away this load of time. 

This little wheel of vital day 

Shall ſhortly x roll itſelf aways 

And when we to the duſt return, 3 

How ſmall our portion in he .. -- | 
Why ſhould you then anoint my ſtone 1 2 

Or earth with rich libations drown? 

No: rather let my ſleeky hair 7 | 

The fragrant oil and chaplet wear z 6+, 
| M2 | .- WO 


" 6 F. 
While yet 1 live; With all her charms. 
Call too my fair-one to my arms; 
| And Love, before from hence I go, 
5 To mingle with the ſhades below; 
Here let me diſfipate my care, 
And leave my grief in upper air. 


— 
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wt 44 Axackzox, Ode 8. 

| . ere Bonn DARCY ĩ T- 
| B* night, on purple carpets ſpreads ß, 

| When Bacchus hover'd in my head ; 


= In dreams I ſeem'd to ſtretch the race 
1 Wich virgins of the faireſt face; 
1 While taunting youths at diſtance ſtood, | 
As fair as of immortal blood; 
And ridicul'd me for the fair, . 
But feem'd to wiſh themſelves were there. | 
__ Unheeding I purſue my bliſs, _ 
And try to ſnatch one balmy Kiſs, 
When, all at once, the viſion fled, 
And left me hapleſs on the bed: 
The promis'd bliſs hung in my Ne "Ik 
I turn'd, and wiſh'd to ſleep again. 
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In anſwer to a letter from DRLIA. 
Wice has the winter vex'd the main, 

And twice the ſummer parch'd the rain, 
Since, abſent from his Delia's eyes, | EE. 
Remote the hapleſs poet ſighs, , 
And ſees the joylels ſeaſons roll, | „ „ 
Far from the charmer of his foul. 


In vain, to ſhroud thee from my eyes, 


Or billows roll or mountains riſe, | 1 0 1 
When, diving in the ſecret ſ fr I ; 
I ſce, in thought, my charming maid tif A 2 
In all the light of beauty move, - IF 


As when ſhe warm'd my heart to love: 
Again her charms my ſonl ſurpriſe, 
I feel the lightning of her eyes; © 
Her marble neck, her hair behold” 
Like winding tides of melted gold; 
Still on her cheek the roſes plow, 
Still yells her breaſt of heaving ſnow. 
The viſion flies, deluſive all f— 
From what a height poor mortals fall! 
I wake to care — My fair no more 
I ſee ; — The winds around me roar ; © 
Cold ſhow*rs from ſullen ſkies deſcend, ; 
And ſtorms the lofty foreſt rend ; 3 A 

4 29 * 4 7 
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I fly the —_ — leave the plain, E 
But oh ! from love I fly in vain, | 


In erouds wou'd I diſſolve my care, | 


| The peace I ſeek, I find not there. 
My abſent fair-one prompts my ſighs, 


And calls the tears from both my eyes ; 


My heart beats thick againſt my ſide, 


More ſwiftly rolls the crimſon tide ; 
I ſweat, I pant, my ears reſound, 


And viſion dimly fwims around. 


I pine, I languiſh in my pain, 


And ſcarce does half the man remain. 


I eye the maids, the ſoſt and gay, 
And wiſh to look my ſoul away; 

With other objects to ſupply ß 

The fair, the adverſe fates deny; 

Ill were my fair by them ſupply'd, — 
Their form diſguſts, but more their pride. 
With haughty ſneer they ſeem. to ſay, 
Away, dull impudence l away! 


Lou look, you ſigh and weep in vain; 
Go; woo ſome trull upon the plain. 


With conſcious ſhame I bluſh, I glow ; 


* Delia woũ'd not uſe me fo —— 


= 


tres Delia's bas 


What would my lovely. maid command? 
Am I my fair-one's tender care ? 


Love me! — What would you love, wy dear ? ? | 


No 


Cup. 
No fair domains of mine are ſpread, - 
No lofty villa rears its head ; 5 
No lowing herds are heard afar, 
Nor neighs the courſer at my car 
No pageantry of ſtate is mine, 
I boaſt no nobles in my line; 
My numbers are admir' d by none, 
Or by my partial maid alone: 
No beauties on my limbs ariſe, 
Nor arm'd with lighining are my eyes 5 
Love me ! what would you love, my dear ? 
A gen'rous heart — a- mind ſincere z _ * 
A foul that Fortune's frowns defies, 
Nor flatters fools I muſt deſpiſe, - 
Is all I boaſt, my charming fair! 
Love me! — what wou'd you love, my dear? 


Y% 


RT 
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IS * + and Hari the foreſt Make; ; 
| & Datk roll the billows on the lake; 
The whirlwind ſweeps ; deſcends the rain, 
The torrents echo to the plain: e 
Through deſert paths forlorn I ſtray, 
And not a moon to light my way 


[ 1490 J 
No friendly ſtar with golden eye 
uy m the * of the hs: 


Here 3 an oax ; 4 reads a pla; 
Above, the rock defends the rain; | | 
The murm'ring rill o'er pebbles flies, 
The wind along the bramble ſighs: 

A fox is howling on the rock, 

A ſcreech-owl on a blaſted oak? 

The paſſing meteor lights the vale 3 . 

A ſpirit whiſpers on the gale, XS 
Or beck "ning longs to breathe its care; 
And ghaſtly horror rides the Mp! = 57th 


EY ruin! Twas of oy the Pk I 

Of heroes now reſign'd to fate; 
Where often mirth relax'd the ſou] + 
And midnight crown'd the roſy bowl; i 
Where ſprighily muſic ſwell'd the ſound, 
While blooming beauty tript around. 

They vaniſh'd, as they ne'er had been, 

No lyre is heard, no maid 1s ſeen, 

No more the tuneful lyriſt warms, | 
Death long ſince riffled Beauty's charm; 
No warrior's martial ſize is ſhown, _ 
Time moulders down the very ſtone ; _ 
With ev'ry blaſt the fragments mL Zi, 
And winds are Bluſtring in the hall. 


. _ Unhappy 


. 
Unhappy man! how ſhort his date, 
He ſprings to light, and ſinks in fate: 
Ev'n from the womb, the tomb is ſeen 3 
And ſorrow fills the ſpace between. 
Bid paltry riches glut his eye, 5 
Or empty glory raiſe him high; 
Bid him in wrangling ſenates glow," . . af 's 
Or turn the batt'ry on the foe; Sr „ 
Yet, high or low, tis mankind's lot, 
To live in grief, and die forgot. 


Go, on the ſtone-inſeribe thy name, 
And to the marble truſt thy fame: 
Bid half the mountain form thy tomb, 

The wonder of the times to come; 

The mound ſhall fink, the ſtone decay, 

The ſculptur'd figure wear away 
The buſt chat proudly ſpeaks thy praiſe, 
Some ſhepherd's future cote may raiſe; 
While, ſmiling round, his infant ſon 

kaun the figures on the Rane. E 


A tomb its ireary e W 

Three ſtones exalt their heads of moſs z | 

A buſt, half-ſaunk in earth, appears, 

The rude remains of former years; 

Dry tufts of graſs around it He, 

The wind along the bruſhwood ſighs, 

Now peeping from the cloudy, pole, 

| The moon has filyer'd o'er the whole. | 

: 5 on | Here, 


L 142 2 
Here, hoar Tradition tells, repoſe 1 5 
Two yonths the dread of Albion's foes, 8 
Of other times the grace and pride, 5 1 
Who fay'd their country when they dy d; 
But rolling Time has loſt their name, 
So faithleſs is the breath af Fame. 
That light ! it iſſues from the cot, 
Be grief ſuſpended, care forgot» 
There Niſa for her lover ſighs, = 
And rolls on night her wiſhful eyes: 
Why has my ling'ring rover ſtay'd ? 
I come, I come, my lovely maid, _ 
To feaſt my eyes on all your charms, 
And loſe my ſorrow in your arms. 
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A Letter to a Young LADY. 


Hen half the nation round Almira ſighs, 

And ſenſe ſecures the-conqueſts of her eyes, 
Why bids the nymph a muſe unknown to fame 

To grace her numbers with fo fair a name? 

Or would the maid add luſtre to my lays ? 

Or ſhew the 8 how weakly 1 can pena ? 


The muſe diſclaim'd, and all the pow'rs of ſong, 
The rapture yaniſh'd, and the lyre unſtrung; 


"oO mW. 1 

- left to other bards their groves of bays, 

And facrific'd my hopes of fame to caſe. 
Nor Delia's charms cou'd bid my numbers riſe, 
Nor caught my ſoul the fire of Chloe's eyes; 
On Mira's cheek in vain did roſes plow, / 
And Chloris heay'd, unſung, her breaſt of Tow} ; 
Almira only could my breaſt inflame, 


Were but my ſtrength , to TP theme, 


Grant then 1 anz with Indo could I pay, 
Where ev'ry grace diſplay d prevents the lay? 
Thee firſt in beauty, ſighing thouſands own; 
And thou art ſtranger to thy worth alone: 
Charms after charms in fair ſucceſſion riſe, 
Thy wit purſues the progreſs of thine eyes; 
Each love-ſick youth, without the poet's art, 
Beholds enough to rob him of his heart; 
The muſe deſpairs to make thee brighter ſhine, 
Or give. one beauty not already thine. 


Permit me then, ſince uſeleſs are my lays, 
To give my adoration for my praiſe ; Et 
With other youths, the pleaſing pain to prove; 
Tho' hope, alas, can never lodge with love: 
Let me admire the charms IL'Il ne er poſſeſs; 
And eye, in rapture, what I can't expreſs. 
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ADELLA: A Poets f 


E arrow baniltd, give not all your c, 1 
Thus to be prey*d on by the canker Grief: 5 

6 take a manly firmneſs to your breaſt; 5 
Ah! ſtray not penſive by the lonely i, 
And ſeek not by the ſolitary moon, 
The gloomy umbrage of the foreſt dark; 
Too ſoft ning for a heart ſurcharg' d with wo. 
Tell me, when all is awful ſilence round, 
Does not the deep impreſſion of your anguiſh = : 
Bear with redoubled force upon your mind ? 
Truſt not ſuch ſcenes, but till at redd'ning dawn, 
Sweep with your hounds acroſs the ſtream- fed vale, 
Burſt Oer the hills, and plunge into the plain; 

Then when the greenwood rings with joyous outs 
While jolly echoes ſwell the clam'rous din, 
Let mirth and gladneſs twine around your ſoul : 
Tf this delight not, let your barbed: ſhaft, 
Swift cut the air, and ſtop the flying deer; 
Or ride upon the boſom of the wave, | 
Dart the ſtrong arm, and ſhoot acroſs the ſarge : 
Hence ſhall your mind, and nerves new-ftrength acquire z 
For exerciſe improves the mental pow „ 
And lifts each languid burthen from the heart. 
Come, let the joys of ſweet ſociety; | 
And mirthful converſe, win you to yourſelf ; 
For ſolitude does {till engender wo, 


Deep- 


© s ] 
r Sadneſs waits upon her ſteps, 

Black Mclancholy breathes her poiſon round, 

And darkens all the chearful face of day. | 

' Your cauſe of grief is great; but yet, compar d 
With mine, ſeems lighter than the weakeſt breeze 
That gently ſwells along the fummer-lake, 
Or ſcarcely ſtirs. the tall tree's topmoſt bough. 

| Much, much indeed, I've ſuffer d; yet the hand 
Of lenient Time, the ſureſt friend of Grief, Pe: 
Has melted down my keener ſenſe of wa ; + 
Into a not unpleaſing ſort of ſadneſs. , =— 


Perhaps when you have heard my ſorrowing tale, | 
You'll hold your pains in leſſer eſtimation. | 1 


If, whilſt I peak, my fal ring tongue ſhould ſtop, | 1 | 
Or the big tear ſhould roll adown my cheek, - > 
Impute my weakneſs to a feeling heart, 
Too feeling ſtill, though much inur'd to wo:: 
For Time, my friend, although i it ſoftens much, 
Yet cannot ſteal ns from our ſuff rings quite; 


But leaves a kind of luxury of ſadneſs, 
On which th' . feed. Adarmon, hear. 


My fi my fron, and my cot,” 

| You know, and to recount them would be vain; 
Suffice it for to ſay, there's none more great, 

Of hill, and dale, of rock-encircled Plain, 

Of rolling rivers, and of black ning woods, 

And bleating flocks, I amply am poſſeſs d: 

The orient ſun, what time with keeneſt ray ; 

He burſts indignant thro the flying miſts 


N 
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Diſcloſing firſt the high o'er-hanging cliffs, 
Next ſparkling in the many- tinctur d Ae eh, 
| Z Sees not a nobler manſion grace the land, 

Than mine, which riſes on yon green-ſlop'd hill. 
Twice twenty ſummer ſans are now elaps d, 
| | Since once, twas in the ſpring, a dreadful ſtorm 
4 Defac'd the beauties of the riſing year: 
bree days with force it rag'd, but on ths fourth . 
Was haſh'd ; with haſte I left my. early bed, ; 
The beach 1 ſought, and mark*d the ſ welling waves 
In long ſacceſſion rolling to the ſhore. 
As ſoft I ſtole along the cavern'd banks, 
My eyes wide wand'ring, o'er the blue-ting'd main, 
Methought I ſpy'd, upon the beating ſurge, 
A human figure; in at once I rund. 
Clafp'd in my arms I brought it to the land. te 
But gueſs, Adarmon, gueſs my ſtrong amaze, 
3 When 1 p M which I bore; 

A woman! pallid, faint, and almoſt dead, 

But yet fo fair in that cold marble ſtate, 
© With graces ſo peculiarly her own, 
| Z | 5 That from that hapleſs hour I date my love. 

# With tend'reſt care I brought her to herſelf : 

| 
| 


9 r * 


| Her eyes ſhe open'd, blue as was the deep 
; From which I had the happineſs to ſave her. 
\ With trembling ſteps I led her to my caſtle : 
* Much by the way ſhe ſpoke, and way'd her kan ; 
1 The ſpeech was all unknown; but then ſo ſoft, 
* So ſweet, ſo full of ſoul- enchanting ſound, 

; . + That all my liſt' ning faculties were charm'd. 


Why 
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| Why oi I tell the progreſs of our loves? 
I quickly learnt her pure melodious ſpeech, - 
And woo'd her in her own harmonious words. 
Oh, 'twas a time of great and true delight! 
I ſtrove to frame my voice to gentleneſs; ls 
To teach my ſteps a grace unknown before, 
And pleaſe, in ev'ry thing, the fair Adella. 
As once we walk'd, I eager ſought to know  _ 
From whence ſhe came, and how the ſport of winds ; 
Drove on my ſhore, I was fo bleſs'd as ſave her. 
Behold, ſhe ſaid, where far acroſs the main, 
Mix'd with the horizon, my country ſeems, 
Like low-hung clouds light hov'ring o'er the deep, 
There harmleſsly my infancy was paſs'd ; 
Theſe happy years too rapid fly away; 
At laſt, grown up, I hourly was befieg'd, 
By many a various lover, for my hand. To 
Unhappily my father pitch'd on Merdin z- _ 
Rich, it is true, but quite a blot of nature, 
Milapen, envious, and full of years 
Unknown to him the elegance of love, 
The pure ingenuous ſympathy of ſoul 
That binds in willing chains accordant minds. 
Oppreſs'd with fear, I brib'd a ſhip to waft me 
To a fair iſland where my brother dwelt, - ' 
Who ſtill has loy'd me from my early years. 
Soon as I left my rugged father's ccaſt 
The howling tempeſt roſe ; the reſt you know. 
All yet, my friend, was happineſs and joy ; 
Day after day J ſtole into her hearts. 3 
N + She 


# 
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1 
She would not truſt . in the lonely gloom, 


A gentle trembling ſhook her tender frame; 
Her voice, her ey'ry action told her love; 


| Where nods the foreſt, and where pours the hren; 
Whene' er I ſpoke, a crimſon flaſh'd her cheek, 


I mark'd the ſigns, and found my foul was bleſs'd.. 


Now, now, Adarmon, comes the voice of wo 25 
Why hangs the ſweat upon my clay- cold brow ? 


Why ruſhes all her beauty on my mind! | 
Why fail my eyes? why wildly beats my heart? 


Alas I this recollection quite unmans me: 


Yet let me make an effort for to end. 


One fated morn I left the fair Adella, 


And all in ſpirits tempted far the chace, 


Nor till the ev ning crimſon'd in the weſt, 
Did I return ; then judge my deep diſtreſs, 
When firſt I learnt that J had loſt Adella, 
By lawleſs brutal ruffians torn away. 

F arm'd my vaſſals, and purſu'd the foe. 
Loud blew the ſtormy wind upon our coaſt : 
Stop'd by the gale I quickly overtook them. 


When Merdin aw his hopes of flight were vain, - 


High on the deck the crucl monſter ſtood, 


The fair Adella trembling in his hand, e 
Thou ne'er ſhalt make him happy, loud he cry d, 
And inſtant plung'd his ſabre in her breaſt. fg 


Inflam'd with rage, I ſlew him on the ſpot : 


Poor, poor revenge; he ſhould have taſted _ 


In ev'ry cruel form of vary'd pain. 
I rais'd the bleeding fair one in my arms: 


"Ix 
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Her languid eyes beheld me e' er they clos'd ; 
I heard the laſt faint murmurs of her voice; 
She feebly claſp'd my hand, and ſmiling dy'd. 
Oh! many a ling'ring hour ſince that I've wept ; 
The ſlow returning years ſtil found me wretched : 
How could I ever bear her fatal los} 
The ſtars that tremble through a ſammer-ſhow'r, 
Ne'er match'd the heav'nly radiance of her eyes: 
More ſnowy boſom never heay'd a ſigh, | 
More melting voice ne'er roll'd enchanting found ; 
She pour'd inſtruction from her vermil lip; © 
Grace, eaſe, and majeſty adorn'd her ſtep : 
And yet the mournful parting I ſurviv d. 
| Ofer ey'ry hill the voice of forrow flew ; 

The gloomy ſhore on which the wild wave beats 
Has heard my loud complainings ; now they're haſh'd 
Sooth'd by the hand of Time my ſuff rings ceaſe, 

My ſoul-einbitter'd hours are now no more, 

Ceas'd the ſwift tear, and huſh'd the deep-breath'd ſigh. 
Know then, Adarmon, that your woes will end, 

Your folded arms, your pallid looks will fly, 

And pleaſing agen wile remain. 


4 
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MORNA: A Poem. 


Y burſting heart is torn with racking pain, 
Black horrors madden in my raging brain. 
Narmon, you aſk the ſtory of my woes, | 
What rends my boſom, whence my anguiſh flows, 
Why glooms oppreſſive darken in my eyes, 
Roll the ſlow hours, and blaſt them as they riſe ? 
Oh, 1 am ſtcep'd in guilt, am bath'd in blood, 
Deſpair pours o'er me in a black ning flood! 
Morna I loy'd, Morna the beauteous maid, 
With equal fondneſs all my love repaid. : 
Her voice was ſofter than the morning-gale, 
- That ſweeps with tardy ſtep the deep'ning vale ; | 
| . Her breath was ſweeter than the breath of flow'rs, 
? When all their ſcents are waken'd by the ſhow'rs; 
The blue that trembles thro' the whit'ning ſky, 
Such melting blue roll'd liquid in her eye; 
Her ſmile was genial as the wiſh'd-for ſpring, 
When blow the bloſſoms, and the pay birds ſing + 
And yet I kill'd her! hide me, mountains, hide, 
Or plunge me in a never-ebbing tide ! 
..Ob, bear me in a tempeſt of the wind, 
And waft me from this madneſs of the mind! 
- Morna for me had long her love confeſs'd, 
And, often urg'd, had yow'd ſhe'd make me bleſs'd ; 


When 
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When lo, to blaſt our joys, young Rodnor came ; 
He ſaw, he lov'd, and quick avow'd his flame. 
The graceful Rodhor, arm'd with ey'ry art, 
To ſoſten virtue, and ſeduce the heart; 
His manly ſtep was firm, erect, and bold, 
| His ſhoulders were o'er{pread with locks of bu :: 
Yet was his breaſt a ſtore of endleſs wiles, 
At pleaſure he could dreſs his face in ſmiles, 
Diſtruſt I then receiy'd within my breaſt ; 
The days ſeem'd long, my nights were robb'd of reſt ; ; 
Suſpicious and revengeful I became, | 1 
I thought that Morna eager met his flame; 
I thought I ſaw a mutual paſſion riſe, ER. 
Glow on her checks, and ſparkle in her eyes. 
Suſpicion, deepeſt torment of the brain, 
Ths ſtrength of miſery, the ſoul of pain, 

xck'd my torn hours, pour'd venom on my mind, 
Deaf to all love, to all compaſſion blind. 
ſought young Rodnor panting for the fight 8. 
He fled, with Morna, partner of his flight; 
Swift as the lightning from the burſting cloud, 
When rolling thunders echo long and loud, 
I came upon them on the verdant plain z 
The traitor Rodnor inſtantly was ſlain ; 
Fire in my face, and fury in my eyes, 
I heeded not the lovely Morna's cries 3 
Low at my feet for mercy ſhe implor d, : 
Thro' her fair breaſt I paſs'd the ſhining ſword. 
I die, ſhe feebly cry'd ; but, ere I go, 
Learn your miſtake, and tremble MD you how: 
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Twas with reluctance Rodnor I obey'd, 
By force conſtrain'd, and for my life afraid. 
She ceas'd; a paleneſs all her charms o' ercaſt, 
Faint, and more faint ſhe grew, then breath'd her laſt. 
From that curſs'd hour Tm torn with paſſions wild, 
Fierce ſeas ſeem calm, and winter-whirlwinds mild. 
Roll on, ye hours, and never end, oh Time, 
Tl carſe myſelf with life to feel my crime! 
Bright Sun, behold a wretch in torture riſe; 
Black Night, ne'er ſhut in ſleep that wretch's eyes. 
When riſing winds the waſte of waves deform, 
When ſounding foreſts bend beneath the ſtorm, 
When all his tempeſts howling. Winter blows, 
Beſtrides the north, and drives along in ſnows ; 
Fir'd with deſpair, I'll ſeek the ſavage ſcene, | 
Where murder ting'd with blood the verdant green; 
My Morna's viſionary ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
Freſh from her wound, and glide before my eyes; 
To blaſt me wholly, curſe me with a ſmile, 
And added tortures in my boſom pile. 
My burſting heart is torn with racking pain, 
Black horrors madden in my raging brain. 
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By the Rev, Mr J. 2— | 
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vcilian muſe, ſublimer ſtrains inſpire, 
And warm my boſom with a nobler fire! 
Al take not pleaſure in the rural ſcene, 
In lowly tamariſks and foreſts green. 
If ſylvan themes we ſing, then let our lays 
Deſerve a conſul 8 ers a ; conful 8 * 


The age comes on, * Nan age of gold, 
In Cuma's myſtic prophecies foretold. 
The years begin their mighty courſe again, 
+ The virgin now returns, and Saturn's happy reign. 
Now one of heav'nly offspring from on high, 
. Deſcends to earth, and quits his native ſky.— 

Thy Phœbus reigns ; Lucina, lend thy aid; 
Nor be his birth, his glorious birth delay'd ! 
An iron race ſhall then no longer rage, 
But all the world regain the golden age. | 
This child, (the joy of nations!) ſhall be born, 
Thy conſulſhip, O Pollio, to adorn; | 
Thy conſulſhip theſe happy times ſhall prove, 
And ſee theſe mighty months begin to move. 

| Guilt, 


. 154 1 


Guilt, and its dire remains, by thee ſhall ceaſe, 
No fears henceforth alarm the world's a 85 


The ſon with n 8 with 5 ſhall thine; 
And lead, inroll'd with them, the life divine. Ll 
He o'er the peaceful nations ſhall preſide, | 
And his fire's virtues ſhall his ſceptre guide. 
For thee, the earth her ſweeteſt herbs ſhall yield, 
And flow'rs ſpontaneous deck the fragrant ficld ; 
Here wand'ring ivy ſhall its leaves diſplay, 
; Acanthus there, in ſmiling beauty gay. 
EE  Homeward the goats with loaded dugs ſhall come, 
The fearleſs herds with harmleſs lions roam: 
Sweet flow'rs ſhall ſpring thy cradle to embrace, | 
The ſerpent die, with all his pois nous race;, Eg 
Each noxious herb for ever ceaſe to gro, © 
Aſſyrian balm c on ey 12 buſh ſhall blow. | 


But when thy father's Jeees Wy youth tall fire, 
And to great actions all thy ſoul infpire ; 
When thou ſhalt read of herocs and of I 
And mark the glory that from virtue ſprings ; 

Then ſhall the fields wave wide with golden grain, 

Unbidden crops with plenty crown the plain? 

With purple grapes the loaded thorn ſhall bend, 
And ſhow'rs of honey from the oak deſcend. 

Nor yet, old Fraud ſhall wholly be effac'd ; 

Navies, for wealth, ſhall tempt the watry waſte ; ; 

Proud cities. fenc'd with lofty walls appear, | 

And cruel ſhares the furrow'd glebe ſhall tear: 


Another 
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Another Tiphys, o'er the ſwelling tide, = 
With ſteady {kill the bonnding ſhip ſhall guide; 
Another Argo, with the flow'r of Greece, 
From Colchos? ſhore ſhall waft the golden fleece ; | 
Again the world ſhall hear war's loud Aarms, 1 . 85 
And great Achilles ſhine again in arms. 3 


When riper years thy Wie nerves ſhall dae 
And o'er thy limbs diffuſe a manly grace 
No more the mariner ſhall plow the dee, 

Nor load with foreign wares the rrading ſhip; 

Each country ſhall abound with ev'ry ſtore, 

Nor need the products of another ſhore. r 
Henceforth no plough the fertile ſoil ſhall bear, 
„No pruning-hook the tender vine ſhall tear; Back 

The huſtandman, with toil no longer broke, 
Shall looſe his ox for ever from the yoke. | 

No more the wool a foreign dye ſhall fein, Ay 
But purple flocks ſhall graze the flow'ry plain; | 

In native gold array d, the ram ſhall tread, h 
And ſcarlet lambs ſhall wanton on the meal. 

In concord join'd with fate's 'unalter'd law, 2 

The deſtinies theſe happy times foreſaw ; 

They bade the ſacred ſpindle ſwiftly run, 
And haſten the e a gray 
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-.. Oh, dar to all thy kindred ot ee 
O thou, che offspring of immortal Jove! 
Receive thy dignities, begin thy reign, 
And o'er the world extend thy wide domain. 
| Sce 
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See nature's frame exulting with delight! 8 
Ocean, and earth, and heay'n's unbounded. height} 
See nations yet unborn with joy. behold _ 
_ glad approach, and hail the 88 of gold! 


Oh! would th' immortals lend a length of days, 
And give a ſoul ſublime to ſing thy praiſe l 


Would Heav'n this breaſt, this raptur d breaſt, inflame 


With ardor equal to the mighty theme! 
Not Orpheus with diviner tranſports glow d, 
When all her fire his mother-muſe beſtow d; 
Nor loftier numbers flow'd from Linus tongue, 
Although his fire Apollo gave the ſong. F 


Though Pan, in preſence of Arcadian ſwains, 
Should try his utmoſt {kill, his nobleſt ſtrains 


Arcadian judges would prefer my muſe, _ 
Nor would the god my victory refuſe. 


Repay a parent's cares, O loyely boy, 


' - And greet thy mother with a ſmile of joy: 


Of ten long months the tedious round ſhe paſs'd, 
While irkſome qualms her penſive ſoul * 
If cruel fate the parent's bliſs denies, 15 
If no fond joy fits ſmiling in thy eyes; 


No nymph of heay'nly birth ſhall crown thy love, 
Nor ſhalt thou ſhare oy immortal | feaſts aboyc. 
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MENALESS, MIPSUS. 


 _MBNALCAS. 

Gees, you with {k5ll can touch the tender W 
| Since few-my voice or verſes can exceed 

In this refreſhing ſhade ſnall we recline, 
Where hazles with the lofty clms combine. 


Morsus' „ 

Your riper age a due reſpe8t requires z 

"Tis Mine to yield to what my friend deſire s 
Whether you chooſe the zcphyr's cooling breeze, - oo 

That ſhakes the floating ſhadows of the trees; . 

Or the deep-ſhaded grot's tranquil retreat, | 

And ſee yon cave ſcreen'd-from the ſcorching heat, 

Where the wild vine its eurling tendrils Waves, 


Whoſe grapes R quiv ring leaves. 


L9H Mea ah | 
ol all the lou: tha 0 our hills big, 
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Mors us. | 
> What tho? with me that haughty brain | ſhould vie, 
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Who ee dares Appollo's ſelf defy 255 
ME NAIL c A 8. 
Begin: let Alcon's praiſe inſpire your ain 
Or Codrus' death, or Phyllis“ am'rous pains : 
Begin, whatever theme your muſe prefer; 
To feed the Kids, be, Tityrus, thy by e 
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Mors us. 
1 rather wil e that ſong of wo, + Boy 517 


(1 carv Fand ulld Try turns ao MY 25) wy. | 
And let HO match wy if he may. 


; Mir e i 
As ſlender willows where the olive grows, 
Or leafleſs ſhrubs when near the ſcarlet roſe; 1 
Such, if the judgment I have form'd be true, j 
Such is nn when e with ior l 


No more, Menalcas! we og too 2 3 5 ? 
The grot's dim Rae invites . Promjs d . | 


b“ When Daphnis lay extended on the Pain, 

* By cruel deſtiny untimely ſſainn 35 
« The nymphs bemoan'd his death wich weeping eyes, 
6 The woods, the rivers, heard their ceaſeleſs ſiglis. 


c«, His 
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« His mother came, and all diſtracted preſs d 
« The clay cold carciſe to her throbbing breaſts; 
« Frantic with grief ſne wail'd his hapleſs fate, 
ce Ray'd at the ſtars, and heav'n's relentleſs hate, | 
« *Twas then the ſwains in deep deſpair forſook - _ 
« Their pining flocks, nor led them to the brook ; / © 
« The pining flocks for him cheir paſtures ſlighht, 
Nor herbap'd plains, nor codling ſtreams invite. 
« The doleful news ſoon reach'd the Libyan n i 
« And lions mourn'd in deep repeated roars... © 
« The woods and groves his cruel lot bei 23 
« And plaintive hills repeat the melancholy tale. 
« Twas he who firſt th Armenian tygers broke, 
« Tam'd their fell rage; and join'd them to the * 
He firſt with ivy wrapt the Thyrſus round, 
4 And made the hills with Bacchus' rites reſonnds. 
« As vines adorn. the trees which they entwine „ 
« As purple grapes give beauty to the vine, 
« As fertile fields are grac'd with yellow — | F 
And as the lordly bull the herd adorns 
« Thy godlike virtues thus diffuſe a grace, 
And ſhed diſtinguiſh'd luſtre on thy race. 
06 Whew'crucl fate bereft us of the ſwain, _ 

% Phoebus. and Pales leſt the mournful plain. 
Now weeds and wretched tares the crop ahbe, 
“Where ſtore of richeſt wheat but lately grew. 
“ Narciſſus purple flower no more is ſeen, 
No more the gentle vi let decks the green; | 
< Thiſtles, for theſe, che blaſted meadow yields, 
And thorns and briars over-run the fields. 

| | . e 
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xe ſhepherds, ſtrew witli Haves th hy rnd; 
ce With ſolemn ſhades the filver e eee 

(e Theſe rites to Daphnis memory we owe; 
c Twas Daphnis laſt command when here below. . 
« Erect a tomb in honour of his name, 1 I, 
With this inſcription to record his fam. 
« With Dapbnis' nume the fivains this can dan, 
&« Whoſe high renown above the ies is born: 
% His flock was fair, he faireſt on the plain, 5 
« The 0A the CODY .4 18 1 2 ws. fy HEAD - 
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| M E N ATLAS. 
© heavily b „ ſo meking ety hrs, 
Thy ſong ſueh FOR to'my foul a ee 
As balmy ſlumbers in the verdanr ſhade,” - 
When wearineſs and Beat the limbs invade: 
| Sweeter to me thy fadly-pleaſing ſtrainn. 
ö : Than running ri lets to the thirſty faite tl 
To raiſe the voeal lay, to touch the reed, 4 
| Your maſter only could your {kill exceed: 52 3 
 -  Blick'd youh your merit ſhall obtain « name, | af. 
1 Equal, or ſecond, but to his in fame. on 1 
_: I, in return, your darling theme will bbs + „ 
And Daphnis* praiſes ſhall in ſpire my nuſe: 
1 He, in my ſong, ſhall high as heav'n aſcend, 
A | High as the beav'ns for Daplinis w was my men 
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Which in your ſong new dignity obtains 
Oft . n the lofiy . 
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Scrack with. wee eee | A N 
Bi-eneath his footſtool far remote appear © + l 
The clouds flow failing, and the ſtarry ſphere. 

Hence, ev'ry field exalts its chearful voice, 

Full of glad melody the groves rejoice; = 


Pan, with the Dryads and the Shepherds, inge, 
And ev ry hill and ev'ry valley rings. 
The wolves no more to murder are inclin'd, 7 5 „ 
Wann,, RNs . 2 
Deceit, and violence, and rapine ceaſe, © 55 

For Daphnis loves the gentle arts of peace. 1 
From ſavage mountains ſounds ecſtatic riſcc 5 | 
And ſhouts of joy exulting to the ſkies: _ 

The rocks, the ſhrubs, emit hurmonious ſounds's = 

Thro Nature's ves extent thy £04, the god 1 


Be pete ie Mn h 0-007 reign 1 0 
Four altars, lo ! we build with pious care; | 1 
Two for the god of ſacred verſe ordain d.,. 
And two for'thee, O Daphnis, we intend. 
| Two bowls white-founing with cher milky fare, 
And two with gen ronus olive brimming o'er, 
| Each year we ſhall preſent before thy ſhrine, 
Aud AO neee 
. Gs . 3 


re 162 J 
Before the fire, when winter's cold invades, - 
In ſummer's heat, beneath th* embow'ring , 
With Chian wine, the ſacred goblets crown'd, 
Shall pour the ſparkling nectar to the ground. 
Damætas ſhall with Lyctian Ægon play, 
And celebrate with ſongs the feſtive day: 
Alpheſibæus' ſteps and wild grimace 
Shall imitate the daneing ſatyr- race. 
Theſe rites ſhall ſtill be paid, ſo juſtly due, 
When we the ſurvey. of our lands renew 
And when the nymphs receive our annual yow. 4 
While fiſhes love the:ſtreams/and briny dees, 
And ſavage boars the mqauntain's rocky ſteep : 
While graſhoppers their dewy food delights, - 
While balmy thyme the buſy. bee invites; 
Thy godlike name, thy honours. and hy praiſe 
Shall be reſounded in unceaſing lays. abt ny 2 
Such rites to thee the ſhepherds ſhall ee K 
As Ceres and the God of Wine obtain. 
| To hear our pray 'rs thou never wilt refuſe, 
So gratitude ſhall bind us to our wy. 


| M Sone 66-3 
What thanks, what boon can ſuch a 4 arne 
Can ought in nature yield fo ſweet delight! 
Not the foft ſighing of the ſouthern gale, 
That faintly whiſpers o'er the flow'ry vale; - | 
Nor, when light breezes curb the liquid plain, 
To tread the. margin of the murm ring main; 
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55 eee eee rent 
"4 No mean reward, my friend, your verily chim: 4 
4 Take then this pipe that ſang the fruitleſs flame _ - 
Of Corydon; when proud Damæetas try d 

| To match my ſkill, ir daſk'd his baſty 
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| i i ers v VF 
ä And et us here by my end be worn, | [= 
Which brazen ſtuds in beamy rows rows adert; 5 7 ä 
This fair Antigenes oft begg d to gain, gg ange oo bas 
But all his beauty, all his pray'rs were rain. . 
CES] ESI Nennen — 
| The Tenth Paſtorat of VIX er,, © 
Artempted. i in EnGLtsn VERSE. 
FFF 
GH r * 8. AR 0 | | 


ay Iſt bur lend ty Gurl is 35 pp | 
O Arethuſa! that the cruel maid | 


| (What muſe in ſympathy will not beſtow 


8 164 1 N 
wit deepen wp eel th moaning 
For mournful lays to Gallus love belong. | 


Some ſoothing ſtrains in pity to his wo?) 
So may thy ſtreams unmix d, and pure of ſtain, 
Traverſe the waves of the Sicilian main! 
Sing, mournful muſe, of Gallus luckleſs love,  - 
Nor ſilent is the waſte; while we complain, 

The woods return the A ARE ICAL. 


Wheat grove, ye nymphs, was yur conceal abode? 
| What lonely lawn, or folitary wood; | 
When Gallus boſom langaiſh'd with the 15 IT 
Of hopeleſs love, and unallay d defire? 
For not Parnaſſus heights your aid reſtrain d, | 
The pines of Mænalus were heard to mourn, 

And plaintive ſounds along the groves were CRE» * 
Kind fympathizing tears the laurel ſned, 

And humbler ſhrubs declin'd their drooping . 8 
All ts his wo; when, 10 deſpair reſign'd, 
Beneath a deſert clift he lay reclin'd ; 

| Lyczus* rocks were hung with many a tear; 

And round the ſwain his weeping flocks appear. 
Nor ſcorn, celeſtial bard, a ſhepherd's name; 
Renown'd Adonis by the lonely ſtream 

Tended his flocks.— As thus he lay along, 

The ſwains and ankward neat-herds round him throng: 


Met 


The god of verſe vouchſaf d e e io ht . 
And thus: What phrenzy ſires thy tortur d wat, | 
_ While ſhe, thy darling, thy/Lycoris, ſcornns 


Sylvanus came, with rural garlands crown d, 


} 
8 
0 


e 
All aſk = tee in flames... 250 ap A 


A 


Thy proffer d love, and for another burns! 


With bim eee eee 151 r 


Midſt camps, and claſhing arms, and boiſt rous wars. | 


* 


And wav'd the lilies leng, and flow ry fennel — 


Next we beheld the gay Areadian god: 1 
His ſmiling; cheeks with bright vernulion b. 1 
For ever wilt thou heave er e 12 
Is love regardful of t the weeping eye! 3 467 


Love is net cloy'd with tears; alas! n ee 


Than bees luxurious with the balmy flow'ry = 
Than goats wich foliage, chan th graſſy l. 
 With-filver rills, and ſoſt refreſhing ram. 25 


Pan ſpoke. And thus the youth with eren. x 
Arcadians, hear, Oh hear my laſt requiſt: ds 
Oh! you, to whom the fweeteſt lays belongg 


Oh! let my ſorrows on your hills be ſung- 4 tang dik 


If your ſoft flutes ſhalb celebrate my woes 


How will my bones in ſweeteſt peace repulſed all 5 "at 
Ah! had I been with you's. cou⁰try-w an, 1 
To dreſs my vine, 10 tend my Vleating bn J 1 dal be, 
Had Phiſſis, or ſome other rural fair, Jedsek 
Or black Amyntas been e ee 5 ry 


E eauteous tho? black ; "wha rc fow' Ken, 2h 
Than the dark violet on the painted green!) 


4 — 
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Theſe in the bow r had yielded. all their 
And ſunk with mutual raptures in my arms. A 
Phillis had crown'd my head with . e, vi; 
Amyntas ſang the plealing bows aways: ĩð v 
Here, O Lycoris, parls-the umpid Ipring, een i 
The meadows bloſſom, and the woodlands ſing A N 
Here let me preſs thee to my panting breaſ, 
Tilt youth, and joy, and life itſelf be paſt! 
Baniſh'd by love, oer hoſtile lands I ſtra 
And mingle in the battle's grim array ß 
Whilſt thou, relemleſs to my conſtant flame, 
(Ah! could I diſbelieve the voice of eee 417 
Far from thy home, unaided and forlorn ;;, 
Far from thy love, thy faithful love, art born, % 
On the bleak Alps midſt chilling blaſts to pine, 
Or wander waſtes along the frozen Rlhine.— 
Ye icy paths, Oh ſpare her tender form! 54 81 
Oh ſpare thoſe Heay'nly charms,. t Band form 
Hence I will haſten to ſome deſert, groves... e 8 
And ſooth with ſongs my Vong inab(brer's love. that, 

I go — in ſome lone wilderneſs to ſuit Wh. 1 FEA 1400 
Euboean lays to my Sicilian flute. Kurer; 4 we” 197 Q nf) 
Better with beaſts of prey; to make abodde i 
In the deep cayern, or the gloomy ace it ive vel 
On trees to carye the ſtory of my x 1253-1: 96 
Which with the growing bark ſhall — r grow! | 
Meanwhile with woodland, nymphs,. a | beautcous throng : 
The winding groves of Mænalus along rich ond 
I roam at lange er chaſe the foaming, boar, - 4) 
Or with we ounds. the wilds expres . i dF 


1 Careleſs 


EP OR 
Carcleſs of cold And now, methinks I bound | 
O'cr rocks and cliffs, and hear the eee 
And now with beating heart I ſeem to wing lr 
The Cretan arrow from the Parthian ſtring: l 
: As if I thus my phrenzy could forego, 1 5 Gruhn ord 
Alas! nor nymphs, nor heavenly ſongs eh | 
Farewell, ye. groves ! ye groyes no more. invite! 1.5 
No 272 no miſeries of "Mann car move : el. 4 
The unrelenting deity of love. 0 
To quench your thirſt in Hebrus' frozen flood, | 
To make the Thracian ſnows your dear e 1 
feed your flock on Echiopia's plains i 7% Sx 
When, Sirius ſultry, conſtellation. reigns, 7 N 8 
(When deep-imbrown d the languid herbage — 5 | 
And in the elm the vividverdare'dies), ar 
Were all in vain: Love's univerſal _— 
Extends w all, uud die mur Lore obey. 


'Tis a here ends your poct's hn, 


In pity ſung to ſooth his Gallus pain; 
While, leaning; om a flow'ry bank, I anon 27 FF 
The pliant ofiers; and the baſker join. 1. 8 


Celeſtial nine ! your ſacred influence bas, N 
And ſooth my Gallus ſorrow while T ſing; 
Gallus, my much beloy'd ! for whom I feel td - 

The flame of puteſt frieridſhip riſing an. : vt yn. 

$o by à brook he verdant alders fi, N "i 

When 0 ENG zephyrs fan arne 5 Flt - 
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68 J 
Let us be gene: at eve, the ſhade annoys 
With noxious damps, and br the neben, 
The juniper breathes bitter vapours rom, 
That kill the ſpringing corn, and blaſt the _— 
Homeward, my ſated goats, now let us hie; I " 
7 . p74 ee A 
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{Me 1 


By a Gentleman of Scotland 


Ark . 
The blue- gray miſt erceps flowly- Ver the kit 
Dark rolls the river thre the narrow plain, 
And from the wandt burſts che new rn. 


4 


q ag 9 1 * 
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On yonder bench Bites g 5 lonely tree, tl 
And there, O Connal I thy fad grave 8 80 
And till its falling leaves it ſtrewys on the, 
| _ Sil by the whirlwind born in eddies round. 


ere oft at-twilig e . 
As ofer the heath the muſing hunter hies 
The ſheeted ghoſt ſtalks o'er the dewy lawn, . 
ae e en . 


© Or wiwthw eee Es 
As the tall oak torn from its native place, 5 24 . 
7 ew, they flonriſh'd, and in thee they ſell 
Mournful * i 0 Fingal! Gat che ſain, 
Were groan'd the dying, welt'ring in their gore, 
There Connal fell! the terror of the plain! | 
There fell the mighty to ariſe no more! 


" * 


Thy arm a tempeſt from the bellowing main, 

Thy ſword a meteor in the ev ning · ſæ y; 
Thy height a rock, that oyerlook'd the plain; 
A glowing thous was <5 thy 8 Je 


Ladd as a frown, Wk yoice confounitng u 

Dire was thy ſword, and eager eee pe, | 
Beneath thine arm the mighty warriors fall, 
AGE EE playful ys ; 


As lowring PO o'er the mid-day hes. - 
Dargo the bold, Dargo the mighty, came; 

Dark was his brow, two hollow caves his eyes, 
* roſe their F 


p e Cr | 


[ 17 CY 
8 Rinval's beauteous daughter, near 
Her much lov'd Connal. Could ſhe ſtay. bebind ! 


% 8 


A bow her ſhoulder grac'd, her. band a ſpear, fo 


And looſe her * * flow'd i in the . 


At Dages en eee 

Swift from her arm the mortal weapon flies; 

Alas! the erring dart her Connal flew, _ 
Alas, he bleeds ! alas, her Connal dies! 


So falls a rock, torn from the ſhaggy hill, 
So falls an oak, the glory of the plain. 
What ſhall ſhe do? what griefs her boſom fill! 
« By me is Connal, n Connal, ſlain! 12 


All day ſhe wanders by ome 8 8 7; : ol 
Connal my love! Connal my friend! ſhe cries ;* - 


At night the pathleſs vale by Cynthia's beam 3 
1 grief, the loyely muſing mourner dies. . 
The jorelieſt gr ol ont h here incloſe 

That ever ſlept within her clay- cold womb; 
Alone they reſt in undiſturb'd repoſe, 


The geen gra ranking der heir narrow uns. 


7 muſing in the melancholy FER 
The rank weed ruſtling to the whiſtling winds 3 
Still mourn th' ill-fated youth and hapleſs maid, 


And till their mem'ry ruſhes on my min. 
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Fro rom the Gali or c Eefe Kanguage, | 85 
5 HED LE 7 
Ha are che Ss and paſt the driving ſhow? "Re 
And calm and ſilent is the noontide- hour: Ke ak 
| The looſe light clouds are parted in the ſkies,  _ 
O'er the green hills th* inconſtant ſunſhine flies; 
Red through the ſtony vale with rapid tide, _ SS 
The ſtream deſcends, by mountain-ſprings ſupply d! 
How ſweet, O ſtream ! thy murmurs to my ear! 1 
Vet ſweeter far the tuneful voice I hear: | 
— "Tis Alpin's voice, the maſter of the ſong; 
He mourns the dead, to him the dead belong; 
Some heart - felt ſorrow bends his hoary head, 
And fills his ſwimming eyes ſuffus'd with ret. 
Why try d, O maſter of the ſong, ty gal, BEL 
| e 3 
N OW P 2 . 


r 
Why like the blaſt that makes the woods complain, 
1 wave that beats the lonely ad e 


AA rin. 


1 tears, 0 Ryno! which alone I med, 
The ſtrains I ſing are ſacred to the dead. 

Tall is thy ſtature on the mountain bar, 
On the green plain beneath thy form is fur; 
Vet ſoon, like Morar, ſhalt thou meet thy doom, 

And the dumb mourner fit beſide thy tomb; 
The hills no more fhall hear thy jocund ay, 

PREY in oy — thy bow unſtrung ſhall lie. 


Svift wert thou, VERS as the boning roe, 
As fiery meteors dreadful to the foe. : 
Like winter's rage was thine, in ſtorms reveal'd 4 
Thy ſword in fight like lightning in the field; 

Thy voice like torrents ſwell'd with haſty rains, 
Or thunder rolling o'er the diſtant plains + 
Unnumber'd heroes has thy arm o' erturn d; 
In ſmoke they vaniſh'd when thy anger burn'. 
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| Thy brow how peaceful when the war was o'er! 
Like the firſt ſunſhine when it rains no more; 
Calm as the moon amidſt the ſilent ſky, - 
Calm as the 1221 when hulh d the N le. 


He narrow now thy dark abode i 18 found ! 
Now with ove 2 thy grave. 1 compais romp 3 


„ 


585 1 


Great ag | * . wert, four ſtones with 188 0 ee 
Thy fole memorial leave thee half unknown; 
The lonely tree, where ſcarce a leaf we fk. - 
The long rank graſs that whiſtles in the wind, EE 


Theſe, and theſe only guide the hunter's eye 6 


To find where Morar's mould ring reliques le. = 55 | 


How low is Morar fall'n! alas! 8345 . 

No tears maternal o'er his aſhes flow | 
No tender maid to whom his heart he gave, . 
Sheds loye's- ſoft forrows o'cr his bumble grave; 
Cold are the knees his infant weight that bore, 


And Morglan' 8 lovely 3 is no more. 5 


1 
Oppreſs d: at once with forrow and with years? A 
A few white hairs are o'er his temples ang 
His ſteps are feeble, and his eyes are red, 
1 ſire, O Morar, is the ſage I ſee, © 

Thy ſire, — alas ! the fire of none but thee. 
He heard thy martial fame, ſupreme in fight, 
Of daring foes he heard diſpers'd in flight: 
Of Morar's fame he heard, why heard he not 
The wound, the hero's death. was Morar's lot? 
O! fire of Morar, {till thy ſon deplore 
Weep on for ever, but he hears no more ; 5 1 


Deep are the ſlambers of the Ment dead, . EL : 1 


And low their pillow in the duſt is ſpread. x) 


No more thy voice he hears with filial j joy, Wo 5 N 3 


5 Von call no moxe his flambers can deficor. 135 
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re cer his (happens; PEER 
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AY "rs BE 
© ROTOR, 1 when ll mari bra, 
The chearful morn that bid's ie arab: rer wake | 


Farewell, 01 frft-of men, untanght v yield, 

Unrivall'd victor in the hoſtile field. 

The hoſtile field thy voice no more alarms, 

Nor the dark foreſt lightens with thy arms; 
Jo no fond ſon deſcends thy treaſur d fame, 
"Yet ſhall the ſong preſerve thy living name; 

The ſhining record ey'ry age ſhall ſee, _ 

{ And Traen's la n en Git of ie. <4 
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All, maſing Fe let me rove, . 
Dune in thy awful gloom ;_ 
While Darkneſs wav ring o'er the grove, 


| 
SE 
| *. Involyes the day-light's radiant bloow, 
| 
| 
| 


I: 


II dauntleſs ftray, devoid of feat, 
Let but the ſtars of night appear, 
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Of moonlight tremble on the ſtream: 


Then pour, ye tender thoughts, into my 3 EY 
While ſwells the long long voice of ſlowly-ruſhing wind. 
And yet why was hs ſilent row” VVV 
Or give to wo the time of reſt, 5 . 
While weakvels ev'ry ſenſe o'erpow'rs, SE, 
And ſ- ning use beavs the en Wk 
Why ſeek the , er” 
of melancholy-haunted plains, 1 
Where fancy peoples ev 'ry ſhade - IR. 
With ghoſts of long-lamented dead, FE 
| Whilſt no fond friend's s gricf-ſoothing voice is 5 near, 
Te EY RT e eee 


Ev n 3 * the bed of care, 
With dread appall'd, the murd'rer lies; 

Pale Fear erects his riſing hair, oo oo 
The wretch's ſoul within him dies: 

As glide the ſpectres thro” the gloom, 
| His eager ſtarting ſhakes the room: | 
Ah! ſhield him Heav'n, the forms advance, „ 
They ſweep along with ſudden glance: 
And while ths le blows putt with loader tun,” | 
He views the guſhing wound, and hears the dying groan- 


IV. . 


1 ! 176. 11 
IV. 
Eva now intent on Aneperb a 
The youth whom fervid genius warme, 

Slovs as he reads with godlike rage, 

And feeds on Fancy" s fairy charms : 

He views the ſoul of curs'd N ä 

And winds along the haunted beath; 

Or hears the ghoſt of Hamlet tell 

In burning words the pains of hell; 
Or perch'd with Ariel on the bloſſom' d bough, 
Bcholds the OE _ _— Fre clouds _ flow. 


* 


* folds the + pa Wen Dies 8 
The ſorrowing voice of Pain is 435 5 
| 70h or A nk W, 1 
Ihe long- -expetted ſlumbers Come. 
| His active pow'rs the god renews, | 
| He ſucks at vernal morn the dews, 
He niarks, as gradual breaks the day, 
Health with an èye of pureſt W. 
Give all her floating veſture to the breeze, Fe. 
Mount the * airy * N N er 12 trees. 


4851 5515 perhaps i in lep rech, 
Forgot the cruelty of day, ; 
I raſh upon Dione's mind, 
| Her ſavage ſternneſs caſt away; 


She eee argen een ane „ 


She bluching clave th eager 
And checks not his unruly joy: Oe ak, 


Haſte, let me realize th" illuſive yOu POL 


O'crpower'd and melting down in each 
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"OW \ vain are the „ 
How vain are the ſmooth ſtudy'd lays? 


Ev'ry language but that of the heart, V 


Muſt fail in my Phyllida's praiſc. f . 


2 


How modeſt, yet free, is het ail? 8 


Her words with what ſoſtneſs pe 
She has fill'd ey'ry heart with deſpair g „ 


She bas made ev xy ſhepherd wy „„ 


eee eee 


My fields, and my orchards arc mall, 


The ſweetneſs the healthful air yields, 
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On me ſhe has laviſſid her ſmiles; | - {+ 
Tm ee el the young ſwains, oat N 
To ſupplant me they're froitful in wiles. „ 
But let me their paſſions deſpiſe, VU 
Their proceedings I never wil mind, TT. 
If my Phyllis approve OL OO + = as * 
e continue bat Kind. 
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5 I watch ex 'ry glance of her eyes, ; 
 Ev'ry bluſh that but dawns on her cheeks ; 


How I tremble if ever ſhe fighs! !! 
How I'm raptur'd if ever ſhe ſpeaks ! „„ 

If the talks, it is heav'n to hear; 80 
If the ſmiles, it is heav n to ſee: 


How ſoft, how engaging, how dear, 


How all over heaven to me! 


Cu 


IV. 


Yet planted, and cultur d with care: 1 


5 My groves they are lofty and tall, 


And a ſweetneſs is found in the air. . 
She admires the increaſe of my fields, 8 1 ATTN 
. : 


1 
4 


Lid he likes the wild f or the floods. 


* 


* 


i try. 1 „ 
v. . 
We h have wade's along the green hills 
Thbro' the plains ever vernal with a, | 
= Thro! the lawns ever gleaming with rills, . 
2 By the banks ever ſhady with bow'rs; _ 5 
There my charmer fü mti ſuck wild e,: 
As wantonly melt in the throat, 
Reſounding thro woods, and thro! plains, „ 
Sweet echoes prolong d each 1 T 


We 38 at 155 Jew br ths Jive, GE 

Thbro' fields where the weſt wind has ann, EE 
Coullecting the flow'rs on the lawn. 5 
By the warmth of the gale newly b blown. nee 5 — 
WA bey! 18 found-in Weir m_ Nh PT e oF 5 [ 4 

And I ſee in my Phyllide' eyes, Ro VERS ee 1 
Content, 1 e of Love 0 


Already our flocks jointly fel. 
They never are ſeparate ſee n, = 
Together they ſport on the mead, RATIO 
And crop the ſoft herbs of the greent 
And hence all the ſhepherds foreſee, 2 Oe 
That Phyllis will quickly be mines oo © 
Oh ! thought full of tranſport to i My eee 
For the a how 1 1 e e | 
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Lothian's fertile fields, whoſe ev'ry plain 

Luxuriant Miles o'erſpread with «orion rain, 
Built by the ancient Pits, Edina ſtandss 
Rear'd high in air above the level lands, 3 


Ic en the; rocks hat, bed jt rife... 815 CS 
And ſeems like them to mingle with bs: es. „ 


Nay, at a diſtance, it requires much {kill . . „ 
To know the city from the tow'ring n 
But you'll be weary of deſcription gro, Nö 
Come on then, reader, we'll walk in to town: 


Fierce ſammer-ſuns had now dry*d up each ſtreet, 


And for a wonder all the town ſmelt fweets 
The late o erflowings of the peaceful night 


Were robb' d of ſmell by the great ſource cken 8 
The ſouthern gale impregnated with life, 
Fours the full ſtink upon the coaſt of Fife: 


And country- ladies, as they ſnuff the wind, 


in for th joys tht hey have lt behind : 


+ 


| Now ſounding bells had, with repeated W 
„ aloud 5 it 1 was We 0 Wel, 55 
When 
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t 101 'F. 
When two young eee. famous for their vigour, 
This one Macewen call'd, and that Macgregor, 
Began, oh ſad and rueful was their tone ! 

Their mournfu] griefs alternately to moan, - 

Firſt then Macewen ſpoke ; his face all pale, 
. mouth all nnd for the want of ale. TS 


| Mae RE v E N. 
The gods, my friend, reject our humble pray "=, 
And laugh at chairmen, "ul their empty chairs: _ 
Laſt night my knees, I'm ſure, were bent an boar, ; 
The deities beſeeching for a ſhow'r. _ 
"Tis, let me ſee, a fortnight ſince it rain'd, 
And all my pockets are of halfpence drain'd; 
The cellars where I cramm'd till like to burſt, 
Are ſhat againſt me, and refuſe to truſt 
' Nay, what's moſt crucl, even mutton-pye, 
Delicious diſh! hard fate! denics ſupply. 


MAC GAE & OK. 

Your caſe is ſurely bad; but yet I think, 
That want of meat is light to want of drink: 
Oh ſay, what direful pangs the man aſſail, 
Who for a fortnight has not taſted ale! 
Full fourteen days, the mighty gods can tell, 
My drink has been the water from the well. 
How often have I curs'd the cloudleſs ſky ! 
' How long ſhall both the ſtreets and me be dry? 
Bchold the boxes juſt ſtarting from my ſkin, . 
Alas! the mournful cauſe is want of gin. 

"0 p / MA c- 
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. oe, 55 
Should this fine weather laſt, for my own. part, 
III carry chairs no more, but drive a cart: 
And ſtill to keep my body with my _ 
Inſtead of carrying men, I'll carry coal; 
I'll change the town for ſome fair rural ſcene, 
Where never chairman or his chair was ſeen. 
Te footmen, chimney-ſweeps of blackeſt hue, 
Ye dear companions of my youth, adieu! 
Farewell, ye blythſome games, I'll grieve your loſs; 
Farewell Catch-honours, farewell Pitch and toſs! _ 
Bchold yon bean array d in chearful green, 
Lo on his ſtockings not a ſpeck is ſen; . | 
Where now he walks, I've view'd the filth fo thick, 
That there almoſt his ſpindle ſhanks would ſtick. - 
Ye chambermaids from higheſt windows pour, 1 
Ve gods, o'erwhelm him in a ſaline ſhow'r, 
Alas I fondly rave, what have I ſpoke? 
Theſe * are FRY for ten o'clock. 


| 3 M G nE 0:8 | = 
Ney don't deſpond, my friend, there's rain in ſtore; | 
Again we'll hear the foaming kennels roar; 
Adown the ſtreet they ſhall impetuous NOW... 
Too mighty to be ſtepp'd by belle or beau: 
For trav lers ſay, and tray'lers ſeldom lie, 
eee allthis pm let 7. 


0 
 Mac- 


4 
. - 
— ö > FY 
+ : * 2 * . 
* * wa 


MA EWR V. 
Your kind reproaches, pray, Macgregor, ſpare 3. ; 
Like a Macewen I'll my ſorrows bear: 
With you, my friend, I'll hope for better days, | 
For great aſſemblies, crouded routs, and plays: 
What tranſport when the great folks trip down ſtairs, 
And ſcreaming beaux, like eunuchs, ſqueak for chairs ! 
« Come, Lady Betty's chair! Miſs Suſan's here 
« Where are the fellows? ſure they'll ſtay a aca £7 
| When orice they've handed in the little ſouls, 
Away we run, regardleſs of our poles ; 
Of the fatigue we ſurely can't complain, WT . a 
When the white genes WE Oy: our Pain. | 
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| Maconmook 
pred like pov on «King's nen, ng hy ph 


That very night five ſixpences I got, Hp 
a mended wy w_ breeches and my coat. 


4 


1 8 Ware hr 3 
The thoughts of thoſe dear times my heart revive, | 
The cart was never made that I will drive. e e 


* 


So ends Wehr hebel 5 e 
Of wind and rain the beauteous ſkies o ercaſt: ECP 
A chair is call d; in haſte away they tradge,” © * e 
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Nane ſei ee. Vigs. | 


V4 ny banks of Tweed, whoſe waters glide 
Thro' famous valleys; ' crown'd with rural 1 
| Young Colin led his flock, as ſummer gay, 

And healthful as the bonnteous gift of May. 

- Yet mourn'd the ſwain ; for, picre'd by ſad deer, 
The ſlave of Love, and du conſuming care, THE 
Along the willow-fringed' banks he ſtray'd, 
While lighs the anguiſh of his heart Rs. 

Hung o'er the flood a ſhady poplar grew, 

| This, as he lean'd, the falling tears bedew ; | 
On this he gaz d, and while his ſorrows flow'd, 

Warm kiſſes on the letter'd rind beſtow d. 


Ve Alhion'dames1 to whoſe love · darting eyes 
Tpbe yanquith'd world reſigns bright meme} ax 8 prizes 
By love inſpir'd, I ſing his tender eg 

My tale of love the cruel fair diſdains; 

Tho? the cold maid my numbers fail'd to move, 

In vain I ing not, while your {miles approve ; 


Accept 


| T AY 2 
| keoept my —— the fay'rite page ſhall ſhine, + 
Ani nnn ano 47 


Ye woodland Gomes) e . 1 be, 
Defence from Phœbus', not from Cupid's fire: 
Inſpir' d by Delia, and her proud diſdaiu ? 

Sad Colin, Peer her eruel ſcorn to prove, 

To you, ye rocks! declares his hopeleſs FRY 
Cold-hearted maid ! for thee, in early Tae 
I waſte neglected, and in tears conſume. | 


In peace retir d, my happier days were ſpent, ' | 


In harmleſs: pleaſure, and in calm content: 

On balmy wings each ſmiling ſummer came, 

And found me careleſs by the cooling ſtream 3. 

When gloomy Winter yex'd the troubl'd air, 

Safe from his ſtorms, I watch'd my fleecy care; 

At village- fraſts, amid the rural throng 

I rul'd the dance, and rais'd the ſimple fong : 
Happy, from ſorrow and ambition free, 

And much too happy, 9 > Love! for thee. 


A ring Love! ! I feel thy tyrant el 5 


Inſpir d by thee, I burn and waſte in vain; 
Le gods! what magic can our hearts ſecure, 
What art can ſhield us from the mighty pow! 11 
Ihe feirceſt ſouls his matchleſs force can move, 


And gods themſelves have felt all-conqu'ring Love. e 


Too well thy nature and thy pow'r I know, 
Now hapleſs left to nn wo? 


83 


"is © 
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| Ft 186. 1 1 
No more from Harmony I hope tor eaſe; ND 
Nor flow ry lawns nor ſunny fields can plane: 
All Nature '$ beauty yields no joy to me; 
For Nature faddens ſinee * rn by Wen 


The treats of mildeir Hils mne wertel blem * 
With dire diſcale the harmleſs flocks conſume : 
Chill Winter blaſts the glory of the yearn 
Thy ſcorn, O Delia! is the plague I fear. 
Sweet are ſoft ſlumbers on the verdant plans 
Sweet cooling fountains to the thirſty ſwain; 
cM To fervent bees, or to the drooping flow'rs: 

F Thou, Delia, all my hope, and without thee, 
4 What's joy, - 96 e 


Come, bir ang! ee ee 2 
Come, lovely nymph! and feed thy flocks with mine. 
Happy with thee thro' flow'ry fields I'll ſtray, 

Or waſte, in pleaſing toils, the ſummer- day; 
Your ſnowy flock to freſheſt paſture lead, 
Or by the breezy ſhore, or verdant mead 
Irriguous, where the purple yi'lets glow, 
The ſtrawberries ripen, and the roſes flow z 
There ſoft. reclin'd, and baniſh'd ev'ry care, 
by ſing, or . with flow'rs thy beauteous hair. 


Naw all around me Wen the bluſhing year, 
Pridetul the trees their flouriſh'd branches rear; 
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From ene e (6, HEIEER „ oy 1 
And rip' ning harveſt glads the wands 21 
All Nature ſmiles, the hill, che flow'ry plain? pr | 
Love, only n. ERIN return can nn * let bn 
Sit i Al vr 5 Iris l 5 
Ce 3 aa been 
With roſes, balmy woodbine — 1951 
O' er the en turf mp mann is pe 2 ? S 
Beſides, while tral, wat my ee W : T8 
With gifts, their gifts are all feſerv'd for Mit . 
Even blooming, maids have ſu d my love to gain, 
And am'rous nymphs. prefer their gifts in vainn 
With me their charms no kind acceptance e 
Te thing e eee We 


Conceive. dennen, and aſl hot dom: 

O when wilt thou thy killing ſcorn forego ! 
When wilt thy breaſt an equal paſſion how 
Storms ceaſe to bluſter, and the ſeas to roar, _ l 
Even raging tempeſts give their fury o err 
Would heav'n you too were mutable as theſe, | 
And could be ſoften'd like relenting ſeas? _ 
But, deaf as rocks beat by the ſounding main, 
You frown een , Wen of my pain. 


1. 


Ye conſcious ab! vocal through the date, 
Ta Delia loud proclaim my mournful tale; 


? * 2 2 g . 
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« $4 10 1 
On all your wings, ye fanning Tephyrs, ee fl __— 
And breathe my ſorrows round tlie cruel fairy 
Her virgin pride -my tender verſe ſhall move, 
And foft compaſſion touch her ſoul with love. 
Ah hapleſs ſwain ! thy Delia is not kind, „ 
But ſtern and ruthleſs as the winter- e 42 0 LT 
She Colin and his proffer'd love difdaing, lt 
And Colin vainly to the rocks complains. ' 0 
No ſigh, no tear her killing ſcorn — 13 
She claims ee the wein of her chars. 


I go, 1851 open in fen d, 5 
Kind death is near to rid me of my pain: ws ; 006 
Where ofer the flood projects the rocky wag: 8 
And hoarſe below is roll'd the grumbling deeep 7 
From its proud height my wretched weight I'll throw, : 
And reſt in death from Love s tormenting Wo. 8 
Adieu, my flocks; adieu, ye groves and plains; 
Now _ ye Woods, no more reſound ab. ſtrains. | 
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o Sol [ike ſkies With N naht 5 
© The glories of his weltern throne Pt,” JEL 


Where the clear ſtream, with verdant alder crown d, You 5 
Flows gently murm' ring o'er the channel d round, je 
While all is 'Auſh'd by the departing ray, es NE 
Demas and Hylon fram'd the rural lay: | 
' Young Demas o'er the perjur d Chloris mourn'd, 

Ang n for his abſent Delia 8 1. d. 5 

Soft as ihey finds the fi ighing groves complain, f 
The ſorrowing flocks attentive heard the ſtrain * k : 


With pity mov'd, the filver ſwans deplore, : 
And taught the theme to all the liſt ning ore; 
The liſt' ning ſhore to ev'ry verſe reply d, , 
And "PTS oer the bending oſiers bed. 


LE: 


[ 190 1 5 
o thou whom Phoebus and the Nine inſpire 
With powerful art to ſtrike the ſounding lyre, 
To rouſe the Britiſh youth in war's alarms, Sy 
To fire each patriot breaſt with Glory's charms, 
To call forth virtue by the magic ſound, — 
From crouds attentive, and conſenting round ; 
Accept, O Hume ! and let this myrtle twine 
Around thy garland, woven by the Nine: 
"This bomble ſhrub would ſome proceftion claim | 
Among thy laurels riſing unto Fame. 
Ye ſylvan pow'rs! ye Genii of the grove! ! 
| Ye Echoes, vocal with my tale of Iove ! 
Ye meads, adorn'd with flowers ets 6 
Tbat fill their cups with tears of ev'ning-dew ! | 
Ye mourning woods, ye weeping fountains, join 
Sighs with my ſighs, and ſhed your tears with mine } 
Of Chloris perjur'd loudly I complain, 825 
Hear, and affiſt this laſt, my dying ſtrain. 5 
No more the days on golden wings ſhall riſe, {4-20 
While bounteous Nature paints the vernal ſkies ; 
For me no joys ſhall purple. Autumn bring, 
Nor Winter conqueſt at the village ring; 
The verdant mountain and the flow'ry field, : 
The ſhepherd's s charge no more delight ſhall yield 4 
With Chloris Nature did her charms diſplay, 
With her they flouriſh'd, and with her decay. 
For her, well pleas d I join d the rural throng, 
The ſhepherd's fortune, and the ſhepherd's $5.8 
By her forſaken, theſe delight no more, 
Nor plains, an nor the breezy ſhore. 
While 


1 E 
While var bann ſens and coſcion groves Hu, 


My paſſion rages, and my griefs renew. 


Say, hapleſs youths, who Love's diſaſter prove, „ 
How great the anguiſh ſprung from ſlighted love . 
Chloris! I waſte beneath thy proud diſdain; ; 
Reſound, ye woods, _ my dying ſtrain... 


. 


| Here, where the green ths lead 8 
Cool'd by ſoft fountains, and embow'ring ſhades, - 

Here, hand'in hand, with Chloris have 1 ſtray'd, 

_ Chloris then faithful to the yows ſhe made. 


Here, on the. ſunny bank, where faireſt gross ; | 


The ſilver crocus, and the bluſhing roſe, ©  - 
I gather'd ev'ry flow'r that ſcem'd moſt fair, 
And deck'd the garland for her beauteous hair; 
Each morn her fayour with freſh gifts I ſought, - 
And downy cheſnuts from my hamlet brought. 
Ah! now theſe careleſs joyful days are gone, 
Chloris is fled, and I am left alone, © 7 
Chloris the ſhepherd and his pifts diſdains, 44 
Reſound, ye woods! reſound * dying ſtrains. 


ut SW 


a * wy. * 


Where the tall myrile reads i its Wesel . 
On the fair riod a the. neee | 
| Eva then I claſp'd her in my circling arms, ry 

And glow'd enamour d with deceitful charms. [- 
Her faith ſhe pledg'd, invok'd the gods bee, 

And call'd on all the mighty powers of Love, 
She ſwore, and ſaid, When Chloris perjur d th. h 


1 I 192 J 1 
Oer the midland ſhall boiling ocean rar, 
And waving harveſts turn to ſandy ſhore; + 

And rivers backward to their fountains flow, 

Flow back, ye ſtreams! and feck your orings gun; 

Ariſe, ye floods! and "overwhelm the plain: robe ST 

Chloris is falſe ! no more the dove ſhall fear, | 

Nor barren oaks their fruitleſs branches rear. 2 


e that over Love Arterie lin; px 
To you I come, nor let me plead in vainz — 
For you at midnight ſhall my incenſe riſe, 

With all the pomp of magic ſacrifice; 
Cypreſs ſhall wave your flaming altars round, 
With lonely weed each image ſhall be crowd; 

By moonlight I will cut th* unripen'd car, 
| And mournful yew and deadly nightſhade bear; 
Libations dire your liſt ning pow'r ſhall move, 


II drink the potion, and forget to love: 


While, witneſs to your rites, the ſilver moon 


Eclipſing oft, * SO with pity down. 


I rave! 1 ae 888 ſucceſsful yon? 
Againſt the ſhafts of all- ſubduing love 1 © 
Chloris ſtill in my inmoſt boſom reigns, 1 
Fills ev'ry thought, and burns bro all my ves 8 
Wich flow-diolving anguiſh I canſume, oy 
And life is only but a joyleſs gloom ; YES. 
Soon will its care and adverſe Akio, 
Demas at reſt, and Chloris loy'd no more: 
2» 5 5 Demas 4 


+ L 193 3 3 ” 
Demas to ſilent dreary ſhades ſhall go, | . „ 
Where lackleſs lovers reſt from human wo: = | CY 
Farewell, ye flocks 1 adieu, ye groves and plains! 

Now 8 ye emen, K no more 1 _ ſtrains, | | 


; Next Hylott m n from 4 e ſpray,” 
The W ere d 5 am rous W352 | 


peg my muſe! tte ſoft 1 Stellan wan, 1 35 
Sicilian muſes haunt the flow'ry plain. NO 
Now the cool ew Hing ſieds its purple ra, .) 
And dewy night ſacceeds' the ſcorching da y; 
From new-ſhorn meads the duſty ſwains ry” 
The weary reaper” ſeeks his humble fear; 
Beneath the ſhade the jovial lab'rers reſt, 
And ev'ry ſwain is with his Sylvia bleſt: 
Where now; oh! where can charming Deli fre, 
While Lee a her d 2 88 DOE 


Begin, my mr the: ſoft Sicilian gran; 

Such am rous lays a mighty charm contain: 

While Orpheus ſang, he ſooth d the ſhades _— | 
And Hell conſenting, mourn'd the poet's wo; 

Th ambitious youth Timotheus could inſpire 25 

Wich love at once, and check the riſing fire; 

With ſong the Syrens rul'd the lawleſs main, 

And mighty warriors bound in magie chain. 

By ſong, I'll try my Delia's heart to move, 

And numbers ſhall recall my abſent love: 


E 194 . 
Hark ! from the { preading oak's aerial boughs, 
His ling'ring mate the am'rous ring-dove. woos z_ 
From yonder beech th' impatient turtle ſighs, 
And, fee, her lover at the ſignal flies: 
Forlorn, unpity'd, and unheard I mourn 85 : 
*Tis night, yet Delia deigns not to return. 


Begin, my muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian ain ; ; 


Come, Delia, come !. and bleſs thy faithful ſwain. 
As Phcebus ſank, the yellow ſan-flower mourns, .. 


Shuts up its leaves, and droops till he returns: 
As, without genial heat, the tender vines _ 
Decay, and ev'ry with'ring flow'ret pine 
So, far from Delia, love's diſſolving flame, 

And :aitleſs ſighg deſtroy my ſinking frame: 
. Abſent from thee, what object can delight! 


The flocks diſpleaſe, and ſunſhine turns to night ; 5 


The woodbine-ſhade its balmy ſweets denies, 

The drooping lily hangs its head, and dies; 8 
Th' induſtrious bees neglect their flow? ry toil : 
Come, Delia, come ! and all around will ſmile, | | 


Begin, my muſe, the ſoft Sicilian lay; | 
My ſong, ye floods, to Delia's ear convey. | 
Perhaps ev'n now amid your cryſtal waves 
Her ſnowy ſides the naked wanton laves ; 
Breathe ſoft, ye zephyrs, round the gentle fair ! ; 
Le river-nymphs, employ your friendly care! : 
May no rough tonch her tender limbs moleſt, 
Nor rougher wave inſult her ſnowy breaſt, 


t 8 1 | 
But, Delia, haſte, thy ſimple veſtures leine, 
Nor give thy beauties to the ruder breeze. 
Come, Delia, come! and let my longing arms 
Infold thee, glowing with diſorder'd charms. 


But whence the fields this ſudden verdure wear, 
And o'er the plain reſounding ſhouts I hear! 
Soft am' rous whiſpers die along the ſhore, 
And ere he ſets, gay Phoebus ſmiles once more: 
'Tis Delia | Delia, ye immortal pow rs! 
Delia conſents to bleſs the ſilent hours: 


Ceaſe, then, ye gentle muſes! to complain, 
No more refound the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain. _ 


—_ 


Thus ag the e at the cloſes of day, : 
The ſky ſtill bluſhing with the ev'ning- ray; | 
Safe in the fold they lodge their fleeey care, 

And, warn'd by Heſp'rus, to their home repair. 
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5 To de MEMORY o 


Mrs k en of G - oN. 


Quis deſiderio fie Puder aut modus 
Tam cari capitis? Ppræcipe a 
OPS Melpemene. FED Hor. lib, I. Carmin, 


2 with Giief's ſad office, pleaſing pain, 1 
To join withr ſorrow the conſenting 1 voice, 

The gen'rous ſigh, and ſympathetic tear, 

Forth from the lonely manſions of the dead, 

With wand' ring ſteps I turn'd, and left the ane, 
Where pions grief had led me to diſcharge 

My mournful tribute, at BELINDA's grave; 

To ſhed in ſadneſs the ſoft falling tear, 

To ſtrow the green turf with ſweet · ſmelling flows, . | 
And ſing ſoft hg to the e hade. De. 1 


1 Diſconſalate, along the freſh-ſhow' rd bank, | 
I flowly took my ſolitary way. 
The cryſtal brook, which fed the boring flow'rs, - 
With plaintive murmurs ſought the diſtant vale ; - 
The curfew, ſolemn knell of day, prepar'd 
The world for reſt ; the chearful ſan had ſunk 
His golden orb, and Philomel alone. 


t 197 I 
Sole fiuing in the neighb'ring grove, parſa'd, - 
With. many a warbled maze, her trilling ſtrain. 
Down on the dark green graſs I fat rechn d? 
And while till Night, in ebon mamie clad. 5 
With ſilent ſteps led forth her ſolemn trau, 
Thus ſadly to the n vale ann e 
0 fatal day! Son bier 00 of wo1..- 
Which left us poor, bereft of what we Ih.” 
O cruel Death! which robb'd the world ef joys : 
And for Bzz.1npa, comelineſs itſelf, , 
Soft feeling pity, virtue mildly great, | Ns BIO 
Wit, elegance, and open-hearted trath,  _ 
Left us the cold pale corſe; the er NNINC SEE 
of worth TY to her native e Kies. r 


| 0 mournful ge? How has « Deat's killng late : 
| Transform'd the roſes of that damaſk check 
To deadly hue ! Thoſe eyes with wiſdom d 
Which, like two friendly ſtars, their n. b, | 
Benevolence and peace, to human king 
How has dark night extinguiſh'd all their fire! ! 
That tongue, which with the voice of muſic _ | 
While more enamour d ſtill, PALEMON _ 
In pleaſing admiration, as when men DEL IE 
High-fayour'd hear deſcending angels _ | 
How has dumb ſilence with ſtrong magic TO 
The pow'r harmonious, never to awake! 5 
That look divine, pervading to the ſoul 8 
That elegance of form, reliſtlcſs, ſhap's * ce 
. yo. i | 
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| "ET. 
By Beauty 's fineſt hand; how has the bane | 
Of chilling Death each wondrous charm et 
And all ye nobler graces of the mind! 
Whom Fancy fails to paint, and mortal tongue: 
But ill explains by words; how are ye fled: 
From human fight ! Thou heavenly piety,. 
Conjugal love ſincere, parental care, 
Domeſtic goodneſs, friendſhip, ſocial joy, 
Endearing life; kind. ſympathy, which falls 
The gen'rous.tear,. and haſtens to relieve; 
Good - nature, ſmiling like the golden morn ;. 
Clear ſenſe, and virtue fearful: to-offend ; | 
Each precious gift which bounteous Heaven beſtows,, - 
To ww: dani; and bleſs the —— with. _ 


O ruthleſs Death! ty 8 band bath ek 
This beauteous flow't, and rifled all its ſweets ! 
| Relentleſs Death! what ravage haſt thou made 
Of boaſted worth, which all the world. admir d! 
BELINDA, in the beauty of her youth, | 
Show'd like the poplar, glory of the grove, 
Which lifts the verdant top, and ſpreads its bonghs,, 
Diſpenſing fragrance, till ſame ſtormy night, | 
Shiver its ſtrength, and tearing from its ſeat, . 
2 forth the e ruin on hi NOW 


| © early loſt! the de note arti, 

When ev'ry grace ſhone in its ſummer bloom: 

Untimely loſt ! while the rich gift of Heaven. 
Shone bright to all, and with its Value won. 


The ſad remembrance only now v remains, et, 
Which fondly whiſp'ring what BxLinDa Was,, _ 
Recounts to thee, PaLEMON | ! all her worth, 7 
Renews thy loſs, and on thy fancy preys. : Wn ” e : 
Enamour'd o'er this precious gerti you hung, 1 
And drunk in pleaſure from its beamy rays : : 15 
But in ill-fated hour, rapacious Death, “V 
Like the night-felon, ſtole with ſilent ſteps, 
And quench'd thy diamond's blaze, and leſt thee dark,, 

Forlorn, of all thy wealthy treaſure ſpoil'd..” 2 : 


* 


No more the aiming Hours on golden vine 
Shall paſs rejoicing, nor behold thee gaze 
On Beauty's face, enamour'd of her charms x 
No more at evening: walks ſhall hear the voice. 
Of conjugal eſteem, of piercing ſenſe, | 83 
Of friendſhip, honeſty, and glad content, ad 1 
In buſy converſe join d. Thy pleaſing race, = 3 
The fruit of faithful love, no more ſhall meet 
The mother's fondneſs, haſt ning to explain 
Th' imploring look; nor friend nor Kindred. feel 
The virtuous tranſport, that endearing bliſs, 
Which crown'd the ſocial hour, when gende peace,, 
When roſy mirth, and honeſty of heart, 
When wit refin'd, and. gen rous freedom met.“ 


For now this friendly ſtar, which lately ſnone: 
So lovely bright, is ſhorn of all its beams :. _ 
The beanteous blaze is ſet, and chearleſs night 
| Dunn ſucccods. Yet , BELINDA dies 
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© Only to view; for, like the weſtern fan, | 
She ſet to riſe with freſh reſplendent beams, 
In brighter ſkies, and ſhine with nobler fire 
While Nature's Lord, who wak'd th immortal flame, 5 
Has rais d the ſplendor, never more to ſet. | 
 ParEmoN, dry thy tears, and with the eye 
Of holy faith look up: this ſacred truth _ 
Speaks wondrous joy to thy deploring 1 mind ; E 
Though for a ſpace the ſtroke of death ſhall part | 
Whom ey'ry wiſh and holy tie had bound; 5 
Yet ſhall they meet, the long-loſt friends ſhall meet, 9 
The tender huſband and the loving wife, 5 
And meet, rejoicing they ſhall part no more. W 4 


Suck was my theme, while dlenn Night began. 8 
Her peaceful reign; fair Heſperus was ſ et 
In the clear weſt, while, with une londed rar, 
Night's empreſs roſe, bright Cynthia, to her throne; we 
Glad of her ſilver beams, in haſte I roſe, © 
And homeward faſt ET m7 Wert Way. 
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War 1 cares ; diſturb the « youthfl 3 
When ardent ſighs ſpeak forth the heart's deſre, 7 


When hopes and fears conſume the hours of reſt, 
Then Venus ſets the lover's foul on fire. | 5 5 6 . 


Then wind 1 n che Ret” 1 9 many cho, 
And look on gay plum'd honour with diſdain; 


Th' inſpired mind a nobler aim par | 
| Red Venus' ſlave amin to Venus chain. 


by 
3 


Shoal fume, or pow'ry, 1 plead, o me 
A lover's mind, with all their ſpecious now. 
While Venus ſooths me with the ſmiles SO PET” 
Like TRY ever, at her _ HO 85 


While CELIA here rolls her . eyes, 
Here let me kneel, no other boon I claim; 
Beneath the ſan the Phoenix burns and dies, 
Beneath her charms I burn wy grateful flame, 


But ſpare, O cin! ! ſpare my 1 Wo” 


Love, too much love, is all thy ſuppliant's crime ; 3 
Wound not my breaſt with ſuch a cruel ſmart, 


blaſt "ow ſcorn m outhful rime. a 
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8 Sweet are thy ſmiles, O fair one! and beſtow p 
New life, beneath the ſunſhine of thine eye 
Deadly the ſhaft of ſcorn from Cupid's bow, , 
And when it ſtrikes the hapleſs lover dies. Ty 


The merchant dreads the rage of winter-ſeas, 
And fearful cares ſurround the tyrant's crown; 
The mother hears of war with trembling knees; 
9 1 KY no danger but 1 in 3 8 frown. Te 
A lover os O Cem! | leh thine ear, 

Be kind as beautiful; then ſhall I joy | 

A ſweeter muſic than proud arts to hear, . 
And for the faireſt form my verſe employ, _ 


— 


—T r. 


By the ſame. 5 


” » 


Wake, my 1 ! thy ſadly Hoang ſtrain | | 

Shall ſooth my anguiſh, while thy numbers flow ; ; 
| Awake, my lyre! it fits thee to complain, OED 
In ſounds according with thy maſter's Wo. 


4 203 LE oe, 
Like Cz11a” s, ſweet thy voice, my tuneful Wm. 8 
And youths and maids attend thine am” rous lay: 1 | 
Like CELIA, ſtill you fced her lover's fire, „ A: 
But yield no hope his torment to alla. 


In vain great Hermes deſtin'd thee to charm, 
In vain the muſes taught their bard to ſing 3. 5 

The pow'rs of love the pow rs of art diſarm, batt 
And all thy magic can no comfort bring, | 


— 


Phoebus in vain would th . joyful . CON 5 
Jo calm the tumults of a lover's breaſt; FFV 
The god of love each captive ſenſe hath bound 5 


In cruel chains, nor giyes his victim r ba | 


— 


vet ſhall 15 fad and ſolemn nie fay 
How much I ſuffer, and how much I loye; tt 
Perhaps fair CELLA may thy ſong NT 
With pity, where her charms deſtruRtive Gas 
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NE day, where winding Liddo and, 

As La- fiſhing ſtood, 88 

eee, , £ 
In W of my wood. 
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1 8 In haſte away 3 
. | The childiſh thief to ſeize; s 
ö You little raſcal,” how dare you | 


Dy 4 growing ies?" 


The ve waggith kw ke babe, 
But ſmil'd, and ſhook a bow; 
Then I diſcover'd my miſtake ; 


ar Sas ac is this you? 


The ſame. My arrows all PTY 
1 Ils have not one to ſhootz „ 
ED And, by your leave, good Sir, I meant 
5 | * My quiver to recruit. S N 


I did not know n 
'Th'uncivil words I hx: 

Nor aſh, my hoy, nor beech, a ks 
To you ſhall be reſus d. 


Bat will you, Cupid, .drop the art | 
Which does the world ſuch hört! | 
To pierce poor fellows through the hear, 
, ww ae is the _. 


See how in L48890 Iimpid ſtream 
The ſportiye fiſhes leaps 
I'd have you try the wat'ry game, 


Ani lure them Toms the "OP. 1 * 


A fiſhing-rod Pl 1 your bow, 
The ſtring will be a line; F 
For hooks, if arrows points won't do, 
ry give 7 Tore of mane. ; 
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Iq but a bn FE be ; 

No more on't, if you pleaſe; | 

Blind as I am, yet can I ſee _ 
You grudge 1 me a few trees. 


Take back then wha Ive got, he aid * 
Then let an arrow 3 

3 Deep was the cruel wound it made, 

And 2 755 did I . FERENT 
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Kees as the firſt, another ſtrikes; | OM Hopf Kai. 
In grief and pain I fled: . ot | 
Fool that I was, e en mine 


Wherewith to break my head! 


| | 
| 
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| | * 
7 — 

1 


$44+$4$$$$$4+$3$4+400$d+54++4++++9 


CUPID a Parizxr. 
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_—_— 0 Amor eſt meducatils arte. 4 u. 


1 To Dr Tayler, the celebrated oculiſt. | 


| Reat Sir, a love-lick ſwain applies 

1 | To your unerring artz 

1 By op ning a blind ſtripling's eyes, 

| "Yen' heal an aking bean. 

= - - N =! 
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| He needs ſo much your aid, 
1 Tin ſtrange his caſe the Erle r¹ 
1 3 Hes wor before you Li. 


bw Fl 5 


II at your chambers he appears, 


Him by theſe marks you'll know, 


„„ 
| And in his right a bow. 


Give entrance to the wicked as, 
Though he pretend he's poor; 

For many a man beſides myſelf 

| Will club to pay his cure. 


But as he is a naughty boy, 
You muſt take ſpecial care, 


" Ere you your inſtruments employ, . ” R 


| To make him yow and * 2 


* 8 8 charming face, 
Her charic, and her doves, 

Her girdle and her looking- glas, 
And all the Une loves, 


— 


That if the bieling of the Light 
On him your hands beſtow, | 

Soon as he can enjoy-the fight, 
He'll Ty forego: 


His quiver and his darts, 


„„ 


/ . 15 It 


Py 


« * 
* . 4 
* F N 
* * 
3 5 ez * 
3 3 3 7 
. ; F 
\ 6. £ 
: * 
—_ * 
e YG ee AS SA 

1 7 F - 4 


The MET AMORPHOSIS. 


rFfectediy ANACREON ſays ®, 8, 


That to be near his laſs, ö 
He'd be transform'd into her ſtays, 
e ſhoes, cnn ” 3 


Her en necklace, flow'rs of e, 
Son, apron, capuchin, 
Nay, pearl- powder would bee 

To beautify her fkin. 


Ey Leor leo am. 
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But I would undergo a change, 
(Vain, giddy, lovely Sue, 
To gain thy favour,) far more ſtrange, 


What charms finery has for thee, 
: - Alas! too well I know, - 
And therefore wiſli, ſome 


NO I 
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Since empty titles to thy 

Would no ſmall joy afford; 

; To be created, I'll abide, . © 
ss pleaſe . 


To more I will ſubmit ere long, 
And, to get an eſtate, 


TIl lick gold-duſt with fawning tongue 
Ar ſome great ſcoundrel's feet. 
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The RESPYECTTUL Lover. 
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- ET others more forward behave, | 
With eaſy familiar air, 
For my part, — tdieve: | 
OT Rn OR Ns, 


Of her I adore, ey guns 1 

A tender eonfuſion inſpires ; 5 
Her charms ſo majeſtic at once 
Invite, and yet awe my deſires.” 


How often, in vain, the whole day a 
My paſſion to ſpeak have I ſtrove, 
Then taken ſome roand-aboug way 

'To tell her how ardent my love ? 


How I fondled and flutter is ue e 
To- day in her breaſt that ſhe wore * 


She certainly could not ſuppoſe 
I ever once 9 on 2 the flower. 


1 . pluck off its head, 
Attempted its leaves to deſtroy; 
For when a feign'd ſtruggle we made, 
Hier boſom I touch d by the by. 
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— How fain would I raviſh 
How fain claſp her 


- ; oh 
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| To His MisrTazss., 


dne wh be 
* My pulſe and neryes why 
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Solid, thou alone” 
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Contact with me why do you hun, 
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No more by you will] 1 op ee w 9x99 1 oor N 
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"Tis but a cruel joke, | i 1 Shou e word 
9 x 1 DES 3 
To keep me always 3 ili Sc le aig wo 
4 ; #_ <1 2 g | 2 : 2 N OS 1 : 5 


A Hh of thee J lately drew > 1 25 54180 le Hangs AT) 
But, ah! from neck to . Pad LT 
Terra incognita ee nn 31 pg TEST e 
In * Gunography:.. 2 is Ge) SOTE HEY 3 2202S 


Ex- n 8 Tels can't new 
A method to reveal | 


| That unknown Frau J 8 vou 8 
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Than the north weſtern road, „ 

The circle or triangleꝰs 4 N 5 
Or even the longitude. 


To dine in this great affair 
Both dangerous and filly iss 

For life is ſhort, none of us art : 
Perpetuum mobiles. | 


| Coquentiſh Were ceaſe to * 5 


Nor catch at all at random; bo 
But give your heart and hand to me, 
2. FFC 
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"Hey queſtion Jov, why he © ta we 


In heav'n a ſtock of females laid in? TVs ; 
He but one woman there had brought, 
Who was (provoking!) = 8 5 


* 
15 Jed 


Frankly the Rim confels'd that 13 105 * 
Had often caſt a. ſheep's Ge at her. 
Aquarius acknowledg'd W 
Had often made his teeth to water. n 


| The Bull would have the god to know, 
Either he would no line ſtay there, - 
Or if he did not get a cow, 
In faith he would Paſiphae her. 


| | Poor Virgo how to pleaſe them all 
Being really at a loſs to know, 
* "To th Archer ſaid, I fear I ſhall 
Have more than two ſtrings to my bo. 


Bunt if to you I ſhould prove kind, 
The reſt would make the ſame requeſt ; 
Shall I be with a Scorpion Join'd, 
Or take a Cancer in my breaſt ? 


_ \ ab 


Nox 


214 & - 
© Nor ſhould my coyneſs you difpleaſe ; 
This was the purpoſe of my birth ; 
Not only you to tantalize, | 
But all the ſtargazers on earth. | 


— 0 
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Not for the ſan or moon, but me, 
Aſtronomers make ſuch a pother ; 

The truth is, they would rather ſee 
Ny heav'nly body than another. 


For ſuch a peep they ſhould not hope, 

Bat mind their own terreſtrial lafſes; . 

| My petticoats they'll ne'cr ſee up, © 
With all their 
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An eg on a BI vr p- Keats 
1 ſhort-lighted gentlemun, who far 
don ka it. i ee 


Vitaque cum gemitu fugit indignata ſub umbras... 
Had a baſs — Ah me! it is no more; 

Dumb are thoſe ſtrings ſo ready once to roar. ; 
To gloomy hell the heav n- taught ſpirit my 
And here the head, and there the body lies. 

Poor breathleſs thing ! if ever 1 forget 1 

Thy once loy'd muſic, may I ſhare thy fate. RY 

No, gentle baſs, like WILLIAM ſhalt thou be, 

F glorious and immortal memory. a5 

Can I forget thy reverend orimace,” 

Thy ſolemn form, and philoſophic face? 

Can I forget thy ſoul-inchanting ſong, 5 
* though onerous, delicate, hou frog? * Wt 

| ith 
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T.. 
Nor were old Cato's morals more ſevere. 
Like Cato too you fled from ſolitude, | YT 


— 


” a, 


And thought ſociety your greateſt good. 

Whene'er you ſung, you help'd another's rain, 

And was to fiddles what he was to men. 

Unhappy viol! why before thy time 5 

Did the fates ſnatch thee humming in thy prime? 

To thee untimely death if they decreecr 

Why. did they ſever, from thy trunk thy dead? . 
Nor Wer nor Tory was you when alive, _ | 

Nor arm'd rebellious in the forty-five ; 

Could not the Siſters other death afford 

Than that which honour'd many a rebel Lond 

Ten, O Melpomene !-in-mournful ſtrain, 

By what ſoul means my luckleſs baſs was ſlain. 


* 


A lun, good, 8 honeſt man 1 n! was, 
Nor friend nor foe to this unhappy baſs; 
Blind men, and thoſe. that have their cyes, berweeny 
Nature had plac d him in * : purblind mean: 
Tir'd with the tune ful labours of the day, 2 
As on a chair your baſs repoſing lay, 1 
Thuy evil genius made this man appear. 165 
The baſs he ſaw not, though he ſpy ed the chair. 55 R 
Souce down he ſits —when, lo! range ſounds were 
heard, 
And ſad hoarſe groans the purblind mortal ſear d. | 
With foul embrace your vio! was oppreſs'd — 
1 can no more —— yourſelf may yo the reſt. 


. 
3 
aw 
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Mao aac . 


But of all mortals ſtigmatiz'd in verſm © 


e firſt has murder d with a monſtrous =—— „ 


o 
— * — 
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Dealt thy devoted neck the fatal blow m, - 
Pleas d to the laſt you'd dy d in 
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And to a cabin pull'd with am'rous haſte. 
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An EPISTLE from PhiLLIs to Cutos, 


3 — 


r 


Giving an account of the ſmuggling-trade 


carried on by the Ladies with the Eaſt- 
India company 8 ſhips" that came into 
Leith road in e 


2 FRAGMENT. * 
Uſt ſafely landed from a ſtormy ſea, | 
Pleas'd your commands, dear ChHLOE, I obey; 


A various groupe for your amuſement draw, 
What things I ſmuggl'd, ö "Ot men I ſaw. 


Firſt know, dear ont, Won in 4 Indian a 


A ſkilful merchant may perhaps buy cheap, 
To them no women ſuch i. citement drew, 
T was not our chief, but ſeeondary view; 


Twas not thę goods, but men we meant to try, 
And hither voy to barter, not to buy. 


Soon as I came hard, I was addreſs'd, 


Here 


; ; 


. 5 * 85 
% £ * . — 
. > * 12 n — x 
5 * * 
1 £ 1 


4 Here china bowls in juſt gradation riſe, 
And ſilks and ſtuffs 5 on 8 8 eyes. 


Struck with = fi 25 and with a 8 of rack, ©» 


I ſoon, too ſoon, fell proſtrate on my bak. 
What boots it me the conſequence to tell! „ 
| To. you who can 1 it ſo wells hg 


The road to pleaſure * the maid en 
Who grants her favours to the city-rakes; 


In the obſcene debilitated VT ws 0 - 15 : 
A want of yigour vics with, want of 8 N 
Unlike the ſailor from the Indian land, . 


From ſoft delights for many a manth — 3 „ 
In mighty ſtreams his long- -ſtopp'd love muſt flow, T 1 7 
ho. boils, and wheels, and 5 and chunders thro ”#:; 2 008 
My ailor bold, when I was 3 wa, 5 
In every pocket {ps a pound % RS 
In fineſt muſlins wraps my legs and ail, 
And cups and fawcers round my middle ties 
This hand receives a charming Indian fan, 3 
That an old palſy d Lilliputign man on 
Who ſcem'd to blame the bargain I had 7 75 e 
And diſapproving, hook his aged head.. 
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. 4 Thomlan's «Seng and there the deſcription of a river | 1 "0 
in | 3 
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Parce, puer, ftimulis, et fortins utere lovis. Ovry. 


* 2 


z ER unt eder web men as are of uſe; 
6 But ſneers at ſuch as only can amuſe. 8 
Who does not ſmile when he beholds advance, 5 
Him who to fiddle teaches, or to dance, 
Or eyn the noble ſcience of defence ? N 
I The art of thoſe who on the ſtage excel, 
Is ſurely next to that of writing well; 


Vet their profeſſion is the leaſt exempt | 


From * * af I 


: Juſt fo (but would were not my lot to ſhow i) 1 
Is he receiy d who's nothing but a poe tt: 

He's much careſs'd, and much admir'd, is true 

But players, Fs: h e are fo . | 
be then mandel in this uſcfal ieh, 
Avoid to be a poet by profeſſion. _ 

The ivy which ne'er unſupported ſprings, 5 

But round the oak for its protection clings, 

Should teach each bard to ſeek the friendly * 

— Sn Tania Cade, | 


| . 221 1 

But don't 1 imagine I am ſo fevere, _ 

As to inſiſt you ſhould all verſe forſwear. 

If you ſplenetic, rainy be the day y, 

Better in verſe ſome fooliſh thing eſſay; ;, 

Than Joſe your temper and your caſh at play. 5 
But not too often write, nor yet too well, . 
If in aught elſe you purpoſe to excel  _ 
For 'tis a truth, though not unlike a riddle, , 
; That one may play too well upon the fiddle, ESD. 


- 
—— 


Ev'n in dio fanpleſtand t een, | _ x _— 


Alas! no honour waited on the bays. * 
Homer, whom all your connoiſſeurs admire; © © I 
As being of bards the venerable fire, — | 
Was, if the writers of his life ſpeak true 
Preciſely what an Iriſh harper's now s. 
For he, ſtone-blind, and miſerably poor, 
With harp on ſhoulder went from door to doorrr 
And there whole hours unintermitting played 
e eee „ 
Or elſe the naughty children to divert,. 
Would i in the nurſery employ his art. 
But if the maſter of the houſe inclin'd, 
With hearing muſic to unbend his mind; 
For r his delight he tun'd his choiceſt ſtrains, 
And got perhaps a ſhilling for his pains; | 
Which he receiv'd with a God bleſs you, Sir, 
And ſo was gone to ſeek as much elſewhere. 


* See Blackwell's life of Homer, and there the defi of 
ann. or bad. | £7 | 1 8 
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VERSES written in a Blank leaf of 
Fier Pons. 


ATTHEW Palox, to me, is exceſſively plain, 
| Deſerves to be reckon'd the Britiſh Fonzaing x * 
| And Mr Fontaine can never go higher 8 


Than to 15 admir'd as the French "oy prior. 


Thus San Eliſabeth defir'd, 15 
That Melvill would eee fairly®, 5 

Whether herſelf he moſt admir d. 3 
Or eee an u: 


The 8 knight his anſwer np = 
In her on country each is handſomeſt. 


dee Sir James Melyill's Memoirs. 
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0 IMITATION of a Funes For- . 
GRAM, paſted up in ſeveral Places at 
Paris i in 1 7 59. f 
© Batteaux Plats à vendre, 
955 Soldats a lower, 5 | „ 
Miniſtres & penare/, „ ST Tha 2 
Can ence - 4 rover. _ ES 
0 France! la 15 a | 4 
Fit toujours ton deſtin; _ 
\ "Ton bonheur vient Pune pucelle, f 8 
Ton malheur vient d une catin. : 


ET us, ſince all our expeditions fail, | 
Our troops to hire, our boats expoſe to ſale; . 
While thoſe in power a juſt chaſtiſement feel, 1 5 
Belleiſie the gallows, and Contades the whectcl. 
In vain, O France, thy legiſlature ſtrove #7 

From ſtate-affairs the women to remove; 

Such the unalterable courſe of things, 2 

Thy fate muſt always hang on apron-ſtrings.. 

Sad the viciſſitude we're undergone, 
A ſtrumpet loſes what a virgin won. 


VERSES 
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Written in 4 blank leaf © TY | the Bun 
FOLKS. 


HO can unmoy'd of Dargo's. daughter read, 
Of Connal's love, or Minvane the maid ? 
Sweet as the vernal zephyrs was their breath, 

Their breaſts like ſnow that floats upon the heath. 
Of their bright eyes, tho keen, yet mild the pawer, 
Like lars, who k laſtre vibrates throogh a ſhower ' 15 55 


But Where, in times ſo as and old, 
Charms fo divine could Highland bards behold? = 
Sure the unpoliſh'd daughters of the hill, | 
Could not their mind with ſuch ideas fill. L 
No: Highland bards, when they fat down to writes, 
Summon'd th' affiſtance of their ſecond ſight. 4 
Its magic bade, before their wond'ring eyes, 
The lovelieſt of our modern fair-ones riſe; 
From her of beauty they their notions drew, 


And ſo deſcrib'd A 
2 See the Porms, 7. 35. e. Ss 3 
Wen ey” i 


1 226 + 
The REFORMED CHURCH. 


Nec tamen interea raucæ, tua cara, dee, ! 
. 2 atria ceſſabit turtur ab ime. 


70 ths rune of The int of Imermey. "ER 


Hile other cute wid raved $7 q 
| Inſtruct men how to live and die, 5 
The inſolence of vice repreſs, . 1 
And guide them to tn realms on highs s 
Ours ſhall improve the common tunes, e 
Change all devotion into ſhow, _ 
| Clothe the precentors with black powns, © 
| And make each aneh # Tory, beim = "TS 


| What tho' fanatics j join to blame 
I ! be guilded deſk or painted pew, 

5 And in a hoh rage exclaim, - | 
| re each man fas in a van ſhew er 7 


"Nan fear when, from religious ſpite, 


They plot the downfall of your doyes 


„ 


But lay, wht has he in his mouth ? _ 
It looks unſeemly at firſt view; 5 
Would he gulp down ſome pill uncoutt zt, 
Or does the bird tobacco chew? „ 


þ FT; Sure * man walks 3 in a vain ſhew,' | 
| They vex chemſelves in yain;— Pſalm. 


Then, honour'd Rulers, by your lever 


Two clergymen, auſtere and grave, 


| K 15 5 
Vet ſay, why 0 on the pulpit's top 
Was the dear creature come alone, 
There ſolitary left to mope, oP 
And his unhappy fate bemoan ? | 


Fg 


_ Ofer this collegiate charge are plac'd ; 


We'll have a pigeon. — nel Pe. 
J joy to ſee the ah 5 
Proud of his ſweeping black diſguiſe ; Ah 
But why do not the beadles 1 wear „ | 85 
' .. Eccleſiaſtic 2 „ . 


| The . det Ong Fees 


Will ſee thoſe who the candles ſnaff 


ox Haye yellow lining to their cloaths, 3 25 


'T 0 up too with a Yup cuff. | 


WA 4% 


Since folks a faſhion op t fit ak. 
POE rn Roan, 1h e et ual 


Erect a footmens gallery, 
As in the ORR o'er our heads. „„ | 


"Tickets you likewiſe ſhould deviſe, LEES” ag 
And ſtop collections for the por: 5 5 
QAſſe you can never advertiſe, | 2 85 
488 money talen at the . : 
8 . 
ane To 


M4 N Ve r * * 'TP * 2, 12 
: N Es 
e \ 
i 
a 


— 


45 227 by : 
1 To MONEY. ping} 


Te ſpectem ſuprima ts cut ; venerit 7 5 
Te teneam moriens INE manu. = Tis Bur. 


Moxzv! Monzvi I too plainly „ e 
That in good earneſt I'm in love with thee ; 5 e 
When I alone thy beauteous form ſurve , ö 
Do not my eyes my tender thoughts betray ? 
Does not my trembling hand thy perſon n | 
And eager gap p thee wit an am rous owes {i ? 


a- 


No lover can more pie + N ; ON 
At Chloe's abſence, than F do at be. ET 

And well T may ; for, when depri d of thee, n | 
I can enjoy no other company. | 


x | * 
The loyer's ſenſes 0 Aebi feel, N 
Whether he ſees his fair in diſhabille, | 
Or when ful! dreſs each heighten'd beauty ſhows, | 5 
To riyal belles and complimenting beaux — mY 
Juſt ſo on you my eyes: common: fiave + 424158 ""Y 
In whatſoever figure you appear; is. RM 
If, as a guinea, you eclipſe the ſun, © | - > we 
If, as a ſhilling, you eclipſe the moon RY 
Altho? he be the glorious god of light, n 5 
Gt he” the ver e apt — — ta en, 
Norism Mcd i” on leſs, | e b 1 
When you in paper whimſically 4 . ile ze 5 MM J 
_— oo 
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| Tho others at ſo thin a garment laugh, | 
And think your reputation not quite ſafe. | 


Their own opinions lovers often drop, 1 5 
And thoſe their miſtreſſes embrace adopt: 
And teach ev Pepi forercigns ine: 
Both James and Charles have I chang'd with pan -” 

And often wiſh d 15 old Stuarts "Fay Sin. I, 


Tho many lovers hate the blaze of light, 
And hold their aſſignations in the night, 
When ſieep and filence the creation huſh, 


And day extinguiſh'd ſpares the virgin's bluſh z 
I wort receive thee darkling to my arms, 


But im broad day explore thy Sterling charms ; _ 
Leſt ſome vile whore, with frontiſpiece of braſi, 8 | 
Tor my true love ſhould undetected paſs 3 - | 

And 1, as Jacob was of old, be bit. 
And not fair Rachel but blear'd Leah get. 


Old Cato, ſay the writers of his life, | 
Sent to a childleſs friend bis fertile wife z 
I'Il lend thee too, and ſo far imitate 
The Roman; eder Ae e xt er erhs ggg f.. 


Mine are the yellow "ys ye procroate. 


55 But when with me, think not to lead the lie 
Or of the French, or of the Britiſh wife; 
Who unprotected roams, to thoſe a prey, 

0 By force who raviſh, or by en N 
Much of the Spaniſh caution 1 approve, 
= And with a padlock will ſecure my love. 


— 


Ke 4 . On 


229 1 


: On the death of Marſhal Kuta, 


ErTH then is fall'n ! What numbers can there flow, 

What ſtrains adequate to ſo great a wo! 

Ev'n hoſtile kingdoms in dark pomp appear, 

To ſtrew promiſcuous honours o'er his bier. 

Hungaria gives the tribute of the eye, Bs EB 
And ruthleſs Ruſſia melts into a ſigh ; . 
They mourn his fate, who felt his ſword before; 

And all che hero in the foe deplore. 


What mult they feel for whom the warrior ſtorm'd, 
Whoſe fields he fought, whoſe ev'ry counſel form'd ! 
Brave Pruſſia's ſons depend the mournful head, 

And with their tears bedew the mighty dead: 
Sad round the corſe, a ſtately ring they ſtand, 
I bheir arms reflecting terror o'er the land; 
With ſilent eyes they run the hero o'er, 
And mourn the chief they ſhall obey no more; 
A pearly drop hangs in each warrior's eye, 
And through the army runs the gen' ral ſigh “. 


This piece appears to have been wrote before the accounts 
that M. Keith's funeral obſequies were ſolemnized by the Au- 
ſtrians had reached the author; a circumſtance which he would 4. 3 
probably have converted to very good purpoſe. „ | 


U 3 Great N 


y 
Great FRE RIC comes to join the mighty wo; 
Eternal laurels bind his awful browz ; 
Majeſtic in his arms he ſtands, and eries, 


Is KEITH no more? and as he ſpeaks, he ſighs 3 * 


In ſilence falls the fable ſnow'r of wo; 


He eyes the corſe, and frowns upon the foe : 
Then graſping his try d ſword, the chief b 


And kindles all his warriors into arms. 
Revenge, he cries, revenge the blood of KEITH 3 3 


Let Auſtria pay a forfeit for his death. 


They join, and move in ſhining columns on; 
Germania e to Vienna s pens 


But 1 ober tho reſt 8b 
And claims pre- eminence to mother - tears: 
In deeper gloom her tow'ring rocks ariſe, 


And from her valleys ĩſſue doleful ſighs. 

Sadly ſhe fits; and mourns her glory gone; 
He's fall'n, hs braveſt, and her greateſt ſon ! 
While at her ſidꝰ her children all deplore | 
The godlike hero they exil'd before. 


Sad from his native home the chief withdrew z 
But kindled Scort1a's glory as he flew ; 
On far Iberia built his country's fame, 
And diſtant Ruſſia heard the Scorr isn name. 
Turks ſtood aghaſt, as, o'er the fields of war, 


. He rul'd the ſtorm, and urg'd the martial car. 
They aſk'd their chiefs, what ſtate the hero rais'd ;, 


And AL810x on the Helleſpont was prais d. 
5 9" But 


* 177 1 es 
But ehief, as reliques of a dying race, 
The KzirHs, command, in wo, the — places 
A name for ages'thie' the world rever d, | 
By ScoT1a loyd, by all her en' mies fear'd; ö 
Now falling, dying, loſt to all but fame, 7 
And wy Wing! in the hero's name. 


| See! the ron thts they once poleſ'd, dera, ; 
The ſpiral tow'rs depend the lofty; head z 
Wild ivy creeps along the mould ring walls, 
And with each guſt of wind a fragment falls; 
While birds obſcene. at noon of night deplore, 
Where mighty heroes ** the watch W 
NM i 90) ne 
On Mem'ry's 3 N 4 bog "Wh 


On Time's ſwift ſtream. their glory Seer ER 
But, preſent in the voice of deathleſs Fame, I 


Kkir n lives, eternal, in his glorious name; 
While ages far remote his actions ſnowy; | 
And mark with them the way their chiefs: ſhould g0s 
While ſires unto their wond' ring offspring tell. 
Keira livd in glory, and in glory fell. 


The End of the FIRST Vorume. 
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